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DRIVERS OBSESSION 


PENNY 


Growing up, everybody called me Pinky. But not Steve. He 
always treated me like an adult. 


It’s not until I finish college that I understand what those 
feelings I get every time I see him, every time I think about 
him really mean. 


My heart stops when I see his truck in the drive, knowing 
I’ll see him again. But I know why he’s here. 


Could an older guy like him really go for a younger, curvy 
girl? 


Would he betray his best friend to get it, even if he wanted 
it? 


Or will he leave us both behind and forget about us when 
he makes it big? 

STEVE 

It’s a dream come true. 

She’s a dream come true. 


A pro team contract, my best buddy as chief mechanic and 
his daughter along for the ride, all in the same day? 


Maybe she isn’t into older guys. Maybe I’m just imagining 
things, or maybe it's time I finally get what I want from life. 


And all I have to do to claim it is reach out and take it. 


Consequences? Sure, everything has a price, but once I see 
her again. Once I know she wants what I have to give her, 
I’ll pay double. 


Whatever it costs, whatever it takes. 
She will be mine. 
*Driver's Obsession is an insta-everything, OTT standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 
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CHAPTER ONE 


P enny 


Seeing his car in our driveway once I pull up sets my heart 
racing. 


Steve Bennett's name has been etched onto my brain in a 
very special way since before I understood what that really 
meant. 


What he actually represents to me now that I’ve finished 
college and become a bona fide, legally consenting ‘adult.’ 


A girl who knows what she wants, even though I doubt the 
very man sees me that way at all. 


Steve Bennett could have any girl, any team; any contract it 
seems nowadays. 


If only he’d notice me. If only he felt the same way I know I 
feel about him. 


I just heard on the local then statewide news he’s been 
picked up by a national racing team, and this might be the 
beginning of the end of his long standing, close friendship 


with my dad. I’ve seen it happen before. A driver hits the 
big league and all the small town folk get left behind. 


A little stab of fear plays next to the flutter in my heart, my 
chest pounding like a drum at the thought of seeing Steve 
up close again. 


I try to calm myself walking up the drive but it’s no use. Just 
seeing his car, and catching a subtle hint of his woodsy- 
musky cologne sends my heart into a flutter. 


My chest stiffens and I feel my breath start to shudder at 
the thought of him. Imagining his huge hands running 
across my body, taking me into his arms... 


Tossing my bag down by the door, I pretend to saunter by 
the living room, seeing Steve and my dad chatting there. 


Feeling his eyes on me as I pass by the doorway. 


“Pinky?” my dad asks, his deep voice only made lighter by 
the even deeper sound of Steve’s. 


“Penny, get in here, haven’t you heard the news!” I hear 
Steve adding, his commanding tone making me gasp, my 
hand almost straying to the space between my legs as I 
hear him calling me. 


Calling me... Feeling a line of moisture spread out through 
my panties. 


My heart freezes at the thought of him leaving, but I would 
cross burning oceans of fire if Steve summoned me. 


I can’t be sure, but there’s a low sound at the end of his 
command, almost imperceptible but I feel it traveling right 
up inside me. 


I close my eyes for a second, then retracing my steps, I 
move back to the doorway, giving my dad a smile and hardly 


daring to look at Steve in case I actually do touch myself 
right in front of him. 


What am I thinking! What this man does to me... the very 
thought.. it’s incredible! 


“Hi dad. Steve,” I murmur, expertly avoiding his gaze, but 
only for fear of the effect it has on me. 


“Uh, honey... we have some news. Come on in and sit for a 
bit will ya?” Dad asks, a degree of hesitation in his voice and 
I see why when he stares at Steve. 


I finally move my eyes to meet his, and it’s clear in an 
instant. 


Steve wants more than to talk, or is it just my imagination? 


“Penny,” Dad starts to say, but Steve talks right over him, 
his own deep voice full of excitement and emotion. 


“Aww, Pinky. Penny. It’s great! I got this gig with the 
national team and I want your dad to come head up some of 
the pit crew. And I want you too!” 


Pinky is my nickname. I got it fresh from the adoption ward 
when I gripped my dad’s pinky so hard and wouldn’t let go. 
He agreed to make the necessary applications on the spot 
and it just kinda stuck after that, although my birth 
certificate says Penny... everybody who knows me just calls 
me Pinky. 


But when I hear Steve call me that... I know he doesn’t like 
the nickname, but holy fuckin’ christ I just melt, like my sex 
is made of butter and all just for him. 


I’ve never, ever even thought about boys, men or myself in 
any other way than just ‘how you doin?’... But when I hear 
Steve’s voice, especially today, I just melt. 


The only part that registers is when he says he wants me 
too. 


I notice my dad’s eyes narrow on Steve too, but he’s too 
excited to read too much into anything. 


“Penny! I’ve got this job with Steve’s racing team but they 
need us soon, tomorrow really! What D’ya say?” Dad finally 
exclaims, standing up, his arms wide open. 


Steve stays seated, beaming a smile but not wanting to get 
up. 


“That’s great, dad... but how do J fit in? I mean...” I start to 
say, noticing Steve’s look of hurt once I start to put my 
ready-made wet blanket over everything. 


A habit I have when things are sprung on me unexpectedly. 


My dad knows me better than anyone and I don’t take 
sudden news or change very well at all. He pulls a smile and 
beckons me over to the couch to sit next to Steve, he fills 
me in a little more. 


“Its sudden, honey. I know, but this is such a great 
opportunity. I’ve already spoken to Mack at the auto shop. 
He’ll take over the regular business while we’re gone and, 
well.. Steve says there’s a place for you too. Right Steve?” 
he adds, jutting his chin towards the man I’m almost afraid 
to even look at now. 


Sitting next to him, I can feel his power, his warmth and his 
huge size radiating out. 


Steve is six four and built like a linebacker. Not your typical 
race car driver’s frame. 


His dark hair and smoldering eyes flash next to me. I can 
feel it. 


His huge hands run up and down his thighs as he wipes 
nervous energy from them. 


“Just say you'll come, Penny. It’d mean a lot,” Steve blushes. 
“There’s a qualifying trial in the morning, not too far if we 
leave early. After that it’s cross-country for the next few 
weeks.” 


His eyes finally meet mine and I gasp, noticing how much 
I’m trembling. My throat is dry but my head is already 
pumping a nod in agreement. 


He’s about the only person who never calls me Pinky. But 
there’s something in his tone today that gives it an extra 
special edge. 


A grown up, very adult sounding edge which I love instantly. 


The very thought of me and Steve, it gives me shivers. But 
with my dad along for the ride too? 


“Just say you will,” Steve says again, his tone more of an 
order than a question. 


“O-of course I will,” I hear myself stammer. “I’ll do whatever 
you want.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


S teve 


Getting my big break with a national team, having my best 
friend Mike as my right hand mechanic to boot? 


None of it will mean anything if she’s not there. 


I thought it was the thrill about the contract, Mike's 
excitement over his dream coming true too, working on a 
real racing team... a national team with major sponsorship. 
Real money for once and a future in the sport we both love. 


But as soon as I hear the front door, as soon as I watch her 
glide by, I know what’s giving me this buzz inside. 


I realize what’s been adding fuel to the fire inside me, has 
been every time I’ve seen her since she came back from 
college. 


Pinky. 
Penny. 


I never much cared for her dad’s nickname which stuck 
from day one, but now either her nickname or her given 


name. The sound of them in my mind always gives rise to 
this feeling. Playing back to back most days now, almost 
every second she’s not there. 


Pinky... Penny... Pinky... Penny... 


She’s all grown up now, and filling those curves like a real 
woman should. I tried to tell myself no at first, that it’s not 
right to be eyeing my best buddy’s daughter, but holy 
fuckin’ christ I’m a man after all. 


And she’s got it going on in a way that makes me so hard 
just thinking about her. 


Apart from her body, which makes me weak, her golden 
mane of hair and crystal clear blue eyes, along with her 
genuine smile and button nose make me long for her before 
I even see her again. 


Her smooth, creamy skin is begging to be kissed, 
worshiped. Tracing lines down from her smooth neck to a 
thick chest under her white sweater, I find it hard not to 
stare and catch Mike eyeballing me these days whenever he 
spots my reaction to his only daughter. 


I grappled with it, still do, but it was the straw that almost 
broke the contract for me. 


“You need to have your own mechanic... and his daughter?” 
The team manager had asked, looking sidelong at me. 


Once I took their salaries off my own contract amount, plus 
a little more it was a done deal. 


I don’t care about the money, but the thought of going 
national without Pinky, without my girl.. 


Ah! There I go again. It grips me like hot iron sometimes, a 
terrifying fear that she won’t want an older guy like me. 


I know she doesn’t have a boyfriend, I made damned sure 
to find that out through her dad and have even made sure 
to happen to come by sometimes, calling in to see how 
things are going when really I just have to see her. 


She’s twenty years old, I’m forty. I don’t just want her 
physically either. I want to give her the life she deserves. 


The family of our own I know she wants too. And I’m just the 
man to give it to her, the only man I want to see anywhere 
near her. 


Mike spells it out to her once she sits down, and I feel my 
own heart about to burst. Hoping he doesn’t pick up on how 
nervous I am. 


If she doesn’t say yes, if she doesn’t go with us then I’d say 
the deal’s off. 


Each day, each second I’ve spent without her lately has 
been torture. She’s home for good from school now and I 
want the rest of her days to be where she belongs, by my 
side. 


I’m not sure Mike would rush to agree with me on that 
point. But IIl cross that bridge when I get to it. 


I just need her to say yes, I just need her to say she’ll go 
with us. I’ve known Penny her whole life, and I know how 
much she hates making on the spot decisions, but I hear 
myself practically demanding her to come with us. 


Mike gives me a dry look, he wants Penny to come with us 
as much as the job itself, but I can sense he feels something 
else. 


It wouldn’t take a genius to work out the feelings I’m 
broadcasting for her, plus I can’t stand up right now 
because my dick’s so damned hard. 


When she tells me she’ll do whatever I want, I have to fight 
the instinct to reach out and pull her close. I have to hold 
back my own reflex which is to kiss her. 


“That’s my girl!” Mike exclaims, drawing a low growl from 
me as I also fight the urge to correct him. 


I don’t want to ruin the moment. I’m over the moon she’s 
coming but if anyone’s gonna lay claim to Penny being their 
girl from now on, it’s me. 


“This is great, I gotta call Mack about the shop. I'll be right 
back, you okay buddy?” Mike asks, giving me some more of 
his sidelong looks from before. 


I realize I’ve screwed a pillow from the couch up in my 
hands, covering myself with it as I force a strained smile. 


It is great news, but suddenly the prospect of having Penny 
within my reach, and her dad two inches from her the 
whole time, feels like it might be a plan that’s about to 
backfire. 


“He’s fine daddy,” Penny says swiftly before Mike exits to 
make his call, rescuing me and demanding I tell her all 
about her new job. 


Her hand covers mine and we both give a start from the 
sudden jolt of intense feeling. 


Once Mike clears the room I can grab her, I want to take 
her into my arms. 


“You'll be under me, Penny. Directly. Can you handle that?” 
I ask her, cocking a brow and feeling my lip curl into a 
devilish smile. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


P enny 


There are a million things to arrange, but at the same time 
it feels like everything’s already done. 


All that matters is that for once in my life I said yes. I 
haven’t hesitated or found a reason not to do something 
because of how I feel or what might happen. 


I’m banking on something happening between Steve and 
me... it’s the reason I said yes. 


I’d go anywhere to be near him and this is the perfect 
opportunity. 


My dad comes back into the room and Steve snatches his 
hand away from mine, or do I snatch mine away from his? 


Either way, the magic feeling between us is severed and my 
dad gives me and then Steve a strange look. 


“Everything alright?” he asks, giving Steve a more serious 
look before telling us both that he’s good to go, that the 
auto shop he runs is in capable hands while we’re away. 


“Pd better head off then,” Steve announces, standing up 
and eclipsing the room in front of me. I want to reach out 
for his hand again, to kiss it. To tell him not to go anywhere, 
but my dad seems to agree. 


“Sure thing, I bet you have a lot to do in the meantime. 
We’ll make our way to the track first thing. That means a 
four a.m. start, Pinky,” Dad sighs. 


I’m not a morning person, but I’m already counting the 
minutes before I see Steve again. 


I would suggest he stay here with us tonight, but there’s an 
edge of tension in the air between dad and Steve now. 


Idiot! I shouldn’t have hung onto his hand like that. 


“Alright, Mike and thanks a million again. I’d rather have 
you heading up the pit crew than anyone else. Qualifying 
isn't until the afternoon but there’s a lot to go over before 
then. Here’s your passes for the track and pit area, the 
team managers will formalize everything with your own 
contracts,” he says, looking down at the floor so he doesn’t 
have to look at me again. 


“What exactly is Penny’s job, again?” Dad asks, a subtle 
edge to his voice as his eyes narrow. 


“She’s part of your crew, Mike. You know that.” He submits, 
but I can see his jaw tighten and he can’t help himself, 
stealing an intense glance from me. 


A look that says only one word, mine. Despite whatever my 
dad might think. 


“Well, as long as we’re clear on that point,” Dad adds, 
forcing himself to lighten his mood. “It’s a great 
opportunity, we’re both grateful, Steve.” 


An awkward handshake for my dad and barely a murmur to 
me from Steve and he’s gone again. His scent hanging in 
the air, making me want to linger in the hall for the rest of 
the day and just breath him in. 


But I can’t. 


“What the hell was all that about, Dad?” I suddenly hear 
myself ask, almost screeching over Steve’s car pulling away. 


“The man gives you the job of a lifetime and all you can do is 
sound so mean!” I blurt out, but my dad’s face is firm. 


“T don’t think that’s fair, Penny,” Dad growls, his own jaw 
tightening as I remember he only calls me Penny when he 
means business. 


A wave of embarrassment washes over me, and I realize 
how childish I probably sound, how much like a child with a 
crush on his best friend Steve... 


Dad’s look softens, silently telling me he knows more than I 
think. 


“Its a big change honey, I understand. Steve and I went 
over a ton of things before you got home... it’s not 
something I’m rushing into and not something you have to 
feel obligated to do either.” 


I open my mouth to protest, but not wanting to sound like a 
drama queen all over, I catch myself. 


“Anyway, I have to head back to the shop, collect the trailer 
and all the gear we’re gonna need. Wanna come or do you 
want to get your own stuff together?” he asks, looking more 
like good old dad with every word. 


If dad does suspect something between Steve and me, he’s 
choosing to believe I’d never do anything like that. 


I almost wish that were true, but the feeling deep inside 
me, that rush I get whenever I think of Steve is too much. 


I’m hooked. 


“TIl get ready here, Dad. And sorry, bad day on the job 
search but who knew the perfect job was waiting for me at 
home all along?” I chime, leaning in to peck his cheek 
before he heads out. 


“I won’t be too long, we can talk more when I get back.” He 
lets me know on his way out. 


Once I hear his truck pull away, I stand in the hall, inhaling 
the last of Steve’s cologne, then rush to the couch and hug 
the pillow he held that still smells like him too. 


Throwing myself back on the couch, squeezing the lifeless 
pillow as if it were the man himself, it registers how silly it 
would be to even try and pleasure myself. 


Not that that’s something I’ve ever done before, but when 
I’ve got Steve on the brain, I get that feeling and I know 
now he’s the only one who can scratch this itch. 


I jump with a shock when the phone rings right by my head, 
my shivering breath turns to a purr and I tremble as my 
hand moves down between my legs after all. 


Under the commanding tone of his voice on the other end of 
the line, it’s hopeless. 


Resistance is useless. 


But I need Steve’s hands on me, not my own. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


S teve 


What the fuck am I thinking? 
What the hell am I doing? 


Both questions are canceled out by two things. The aching 
tent pole in my jeans and the feeling in my chest as I say 
her name over and over again, 


Penny. 
She’s suddenly the reason for everything. 


I couldn’t stay a second longer once Mike walked in on us. I 
know what he saw and his face told me everything in an 
instant, even though he wouldn’t want to believe Penny 
could possibly fall for an older guy like me. 


Could she though? 


I try to tell myself, and them that I have an early start; that I 
need to get back to business in readiness for the race 
tomorrow. 


But as soon as I hear that door close behind me, as soon as 
I feel myself moving away from her, it all feels wrong. 


No. She belongs with me now, forever. 


I only get as far as the end of the street before I swing 
around and double back, parking on the street by her side 
of the house, right by her window too. 


If I can’t be with her tonight, l'll be damned sure and make 
sure I can keep an eye on her. 


My eyes, nobody else’s. 


I call the team manager, who puts off our meeting anyway, 
telling me to only make sure I get a good night’s rest. That 
we have all day tomorrow to go over things. 


I couldn’t agree more, and the best rest for me right now is 
knowing Penny is safe and under my watchful eye. 


Almost as soon as I hang up, I see Mike’s truck head out in 
the opposite direction. He’s alone. 


And that means Penny is now too. 


Just watch the place. No point in causing any more trouble 
for one day. Just wait and see how things pan out. You still 
don’t really know if she’s interested. Not in that way... 


But in a split second, I groan aloud, the feeling of my thick 
hardness shifting to the point of agony in my pants, mixed 
with the memory of her smooth soft hand on mine. 


A low growl escapes me and before I can even think, I’m 
like a possessed beast. A wild animal who feels caged off 
from the one thing he knows is his. 


And she will be mine, I’ve decided. 


I can’t live the rest of my life with this feeling. The 
emptiness without her, even though she’s only a few 
damned feet from me. 


No... 
I have to speak with her. 


The instant calm I get, the lightness inside me and the 
yearning that her sweet voice brings is so good on the one 
hand, but puts me in an impossible position on the other. 


Her voice has an edge to it, it matches how I feel inside, but 
I don’t want to scare her off by being too forward either. 


Not yet. 


“Are you alone?” I ask her, rolling my eyes as I instantly fail 
in my efforts to be subtle. 


“I mean... I just passed your dad, and I have some 
paperwork. Insurance stuff that I should really get signed 
tonight,” I correct myself. 


It’s a halftruth, but there’s nothing that can’t wait until 
tomorrow, except my need, my boiling desire to see her 
again. 


To have her touch me again. 


Her voice shivers in a way I imagine it will once my hands 
touch more of her body than just her hand. 


My mouth working over every inch of her, tasting her. 
Adoring her in every way I can think of. 
Jesus, Steve cut it out! 


My dick’s so hard, and I can feel precome oozing from it 
now. The urge to whip it out and stroke myself to what I 


know would be the biggest climax of my life is only 
prevented by my need to save it all for her and her alone. 


I can’t waste it. 
It’s all for her. 


“Tm glad you called,” is all she manages before she lets out 
a sound which I swear, no mistake is a soft moan as I hear 
her shifting on the other end of the line, like she’s laying 
down. 


I bite down on my urgency, gripping the steering wheel 
until my knuckles strain white at the thought of her. 


“Dad was a meanie, you didn’t have to go so soon, did you? I 
thought...?” 


“You thought what?” I ask her, my voice dropping an octave, 
my hand pulling at the wheel now to stop from touching 
myself as I listen to her speak. 


“I dunno... I just thought... It’s silly, never mind,” she 
stammers, but I can’t let it go. 


I won't. 
“Tell me, Penny. Tell me,” I command. 


She shivers a long breath and I feel my hips starting to 
buck and thrust against my will. The thick denim of my 
jeans nowhere near as tight as I know she’ll be once she’s 
straddling my cock. 


As I stretch her wide, claiming her. 
Taking what’s rightfully mine and filling her with my seed. 


With our own family. 


“T just liked it when you held my hand before is all,” she 
says so quietly I almost don’t hear her. 


And then I know. 


We both know now, I’m not imagining things and neither is 
she. 


“Steve?” she asks suddenly, and I feel her flushed 
embarrassment mixed with the pressing need I feel in my 
pants. 


“Tm here. lIl be right over if you want.” 


She makes that sound again, like a pleading, whimpering 
gasp. 

It’s about as much as I can take and she’s not even trying to 
turn me on, it’s just how things are between us both now. 


I barely look as I shift my truck into gear and turn the 
corner, right at the same moment as another car which I 
have to brake hard to avoid hitting. 


Motherfucker. 
I recognize that car, but what’s he doing here? 


I hear my low growl in time with the hair on my neck 
standing on end. My hands gripping the wheel so hard I 
hear plastic split somewhere. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


P enny 


I feel dizzy, like I’m about to faint. All the blood has rushed 
from my head and it feels like it’s all going to my chest and 
to the warmth spreading from between my legs. 


Dad will be gone for at least a couple hours if I know him. 


I can have Steve all to myself. Better than that, he can have 
me. 


I practically squeal out loud as I rush to get the door after 
hearing his truck pull up. 


Checking my hair in the hall mirror, I can’t help but notice 
how flushed I look, how freakin’ horny I feel. 


Like the only thing I want right now is Steve all over me. 
Inside me. 


“Uh... Mack?” I ask, suddenly shielding myself behind the 
door. 


What the fuck? Where’s Steve? Dammit! 


Two seconds after it registers that Mack’s here, Steve pulls 
up and he doesn’t look happy to see him here either. 


“Hi Penny. I was hoping to catch your dad. Just got a few 
things he might need from the shop, stuff I used today and 
didn’t leave behind at the workshop... Oh! Hi Steve!” Mack 
exclaims, giving a big five in the air to Steve as he looms up 
the driveway. 


“Almost ran into you, I know. You should save your speed for 
tomorrow,” Mack jokes, but his face falls once he senses 
Steve’s mood, and then notices mine isn’t much better. 


Talk about bad timing. 


“Everything alright?” Mack asks me gently, glancing from 
Steve to myself then back again. 


“Sure, sorry Mack.” I let him know, deliberately trying to 
sound way friendlier than Steve looks right now. “I was just 
expecting Steve instead, big deal tomorrow, lots to do,” I 
offer, but Mack’s no dummy. 


Any man could see what’s eating Steve, or rather what’s 
between Steve and what he’d rather be eating. 


Me, I hope but not at this rate. Dammit Mack, of all the 
times to just turn up like this. 


Mack’s also older, older than both my dad and Steve, and 
his maturity shows but he still has his job to do. 


“I won’t hold you up then.” He half-smiles, doing his best to 
stay cheerful. “But if your dad doesn’t get these tools and 
this month’s accounts, he’ll be chasing me and I don’t want 
that.” 


“You must’ve passed him, he only just left a few minutes 
ago,” I tell Mack, wincing as Steve makes a terrible sound, 
like a caged animal. 


“Well, I’ll get those tools,” Mack murmurs, and making sure 
he walks on the other side of his car to avoid Steve, he pops 
the trunk while I usher Steve inside. 


“What’s he doing here?” Steve asks, sounding more hurt 
than angry. I can only shrug. 


“He turned up as soon as I hung up with you. Where were 
you anyway, right around the corner?” I pout, feeling like 
Mack’s not only ruined a moment I wanted with Steve 
alone, but also driven a wedge between us. 


Mack will tell my dad, and my dad will have words with 
Steve and me, I just know it. 


Because Steve came back after my dad left? No, because 
Steve’s acting like a mad wolf who wants his dinner and 
anyone between me and him is prey, that’s why. 


My dad’s pretty easy going except for when it comes to his 
only daughter. 


Maybe not as protective as Steve, by the looks, but it’s nota 
drama I want right now. It’s seriously flattering, but just not 
what I had in mind. 


I still don’t even know exactly what I did have in mind, but it 
sure as hell wasn’t this. 


“Steve?” I ask him urgently, almost hissing under my breath 
before Mack gets back. “I’m sorry. I had no idea Mack was 
just gonna show up like this.” 


He’s hurt, but also looks like he’s torn between two or more 
things himself. 


I seriously wonder now if I wasn’t imagining things. Steve’s 
got a life changing career ahead of him, tons of 
responsibility. 


I’m not so sure his mind is going to weigh too heavily on his 
mechanic’s daughter who is half his age. 


“Just tell me this is real!” he replies, doing his best to keep 
his voice down, but it’s so deep, so full of emotion I don’t 
know what to Say. 


“That what’s real?” I ask him, more confused than ever. 


“This!” he says, and grabbing my hand he plunges it against 
his rock hard chest, making me gasp out loud and go weak 
in the knees. 


Oh, it’s fucking real, Steve. 


We both hear Mack coming and I move to take my hand 
back, as much as I want to leave it there. 


“Tell me,” Steve demands, and I nod feverishly. 
“Later,” is all I can manage. “Just later.” 


He’s already pulling back but I can’t let him go. Mack is 
within earshot when his low, growling voice, filled with 
passion floods my ear as he leans right in, actually touching 
my earlobe with his lips. 


“I can’t stay. Because if I do I won’t be able to stop,” he 
says, his voice shaking with emotion. 


“I don’t want you to stop, Steve... just promise me? Another 
time... soon?” 


He pulls away as Mack pushes his way into the hallway, an 
armful of tool cases and a box of paperwork. 


“Pinky? Give us a hand, will ya? Thanks.” 


Before I can look twice, Steve’s gone again, and I feel a dry 
croak forming at the back of my throat. 


Hoping like hell he caught my meaning, wishing with all my 
heart he felt how much I love him through my hand. 


“What’s eating him?” Mack asks as we both hear Steve’s 
truck peeling off into the distance. 


“Seen it before though,” he adds casually. “Night before a 
new gig, it tests a man, no right or wrong way to go about 
it, I guess.” 


I pull a small smile, and relieving myself of a box by setting 
it on the kitchen table, Mack reminds me how his arrival 
really has ruined things for me. 


“I spoke to your dad just now, slight change of plan, he’s 
getting some take out. We’ll go over a few things tonight 
and you guys will be off in the morning,” he says cheerfully. 


Stifling a groan, I silently excuse myself and go to my room, 
bolting my door for probably the first time ever, and 
throwing myself face down on my pillows to cry. 


Just don’t forget me, Steve. 


CHAPTER SIX 


S teve 


It’s not Mack’s fault. Not really, he’s just doin’ his job. I’ve 
seen him quite a few times over the years at Mike’s auto 
shop. Always has his head down. 


Not to be rude, he’s just doing his job. 


And not even a hard word about not offering him a position 
with the team either. Mike couldn’t have anyone better to 
cover him while he’s away. 


He’s maybe just got a longer fuse than me, but when I saw 
him at the door as soon as I got around the corner, all my 
instincts for Penny took over. 


He’s lucky I didn’t nail him to the wall, even though he’s 
probably old enough to be her grandpa. 


And you're old enough to be her what? 


I can’t shake the feeling or the memory after the fact, and I 
do what I’ve always done when I’m stressed out or just 
don’t know what to do. 


I drive. 


Even though in this case, I know exactly what I want and I 
really do think Penny does too. I just need to get to the race 
meet, the new job, and then Ill get Mike, Penny’s dad 
sorted. 


Then... I tell myself, the gloves are off. I’m a man who knows 
what he wants, and I’ve always wanted to be a Pro driver 
for a national team. 


And now I’ve got that in the bag. 


I also realize now that I want Penny, more than anything 
else. And I’ll be damned if I waste another minute holding 
back. 


And I’ll never walk away without her on my arm again. 
Never again. 


I swear that to myself, opening up the throttle on the open 
highway that stretches out for miles in a straight line. 


Not crazy fast, reckless driving. Just cruising at the 
maximum speed the law allows with a window down on a 
warm evening. It’s nowhere what I really need right now, 
but it’ll help me focus and blow away some cobwebs before 
the meet tomorrow. 


After a couple of hours, and nothing but Penny on my mind 
still, I turn around and despite needing to go home to sleep, 
I find my car making its way quietly back to the same street 
next to Penny's side of the house. 


I can’t even tell myself I shouldn’t be doing this anymore. 
Until she’s home with me, I’m keeping my eyes on her 24/7, 
every chance I get. That’s just how I feel. 


I check my phone, no messages from anyone. Most people 
know to leave a driver to himself before race day. But I 
don’t want to be anywhere else, and just as I have the 
thought of calling her, I see the garage lights go on. 


Without even having to get out and look, I know it’s Mike. 
He’s loading up his truck for tomorrow. Like Santa, making 
his list and checking it twice. 


It makes him the best mechanic a driver could want. Too 
bad I’m gonna have to be the one who’s naughty, not nice. 
Even though I really hope we can still be friends, I’ve 
known Mike for a long time. 


Hell, I was there the day he first saw Penny, called her Pinky 
from then on. He sure does love her, and is protective to 
boot but she’s a young woman now. Old enough to make her 
own way in the world. 


It’s my time to be with her. 
Our time. 
Our own family too. 


Mack’s car disappears after not too long and not long after 
that, the light in Penny’s room goes dark. 


Mike’s up late, tinkering. 


I want to talk to him, to tell him how I feel, but it’s not the 
right time for that. He’s got his mind set on his job, like 
mine should be on the race, but since Penny touched me, 
since the moment she let me know she wants me, I don’t 
know if I’ll ever sleep again. 


The fence isn’t too high for me not to see over, but I’m not 
gonna break and enter just to look at her. I decide to keep 
silent vigil through the night, with a few peeks over the 
cedar slat fence when I can’t help myself. 


I can’t see her, but I know she’s there, sleeping peacefully 
and that’s all that matters. 


How am I gonna leave her when she has to be around other 
people at the track, on the road? 


Do I need to nip this in the bud? Just march in there, throw 
her over my shoulder and drive off into the sunset, career 
be damned? 


I need a life for us though, we can’t live on a feeling. I can’t 
put food on the table with how strongly I feel for someone. 


How much I love her? 


It’s a strong word, and not one I’ve ever used in the same 
sentence as myself. Not with anyone. 


Until now. 


Mike’s garage light stays on, I’ll never know if he really 
slept tonight. 


Me, I admit. I doze off a couple of times, but I’m eventually 
roused by a pair of fighting cats by the truck and notice it’s 
almost four in the morning, I decide it’s time to get to the 
track. To be ready for our six o’clock start. 


I notice a few other lights coming to life inside the house, 
and after a few minutes of waiting just to be sure it's Mike 
getting up I roll my truck down the street before starting it 
and leave once I see Penny’s light come on. 


Something tells me none of us really slept last night. Each 
of us for our own reasons. 


I’ve had big race meets before and usually sleep like a 
lamb, but everything’s different now. 


I tell myself Penny is safe and slept well, but if she’s feeling 
even half the way I do, I don’t think she slept a wink. 


Mike has his reasons too. New job, new team. Does he 
really know? Does he really know how bad I want her, no 
matter the cost? 


Today’s a decider for a lot of things. The race, my new team 
but I have a niggling feeling it’s gonna be the qualifier for 
even bigger stakes. 


For Penny herself. 


And she’s the one prize I intend to claim above all else. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


S teve 


“Honey? You up?” Dad asks softly, only cracking my door 
open enough for me to hear him. 


I groan a reply, throwing back the covers and notice his 
relieved smile in the dim hallway light. 


“Big day, how’d you sleep?” he asks, knowing I put myself to 
bed early last night, skipping his dinner with Mack. I told 
him I had a headache, but dad knows when his little girl’s 
been crying, so he let it go. 


“Fine,” I lie. 
I haven’t slept a wink, not really. 


Twice last night I swear I heard Steve’s truck, sure I caught 
a hint of his cologne in the air too. 


But maybe that’s just wishful thinking. 


In his usual friendly but factual tone, dad gives me the drill 
for the morning. I have plenty of time to get ready, some 
clothes in a bag is all I really need. 


Over a blurry breakfast I only push around my plate and 
another ton of inquiries from my dad about what happened 
when Steve came back last night, it’s clear to both of us I’m 
in no mood to talk about it. 


“You can ask him yourself when we get to the track,” I snap, 
finally having had enough. 


Enough of everything so far that isn’t Steve’s hand holding 
mine on his body. 


“You don’t have to come,” Dad says ominously, and for a 
split second I wonder if it'd be better if I do stay behind. 


I don’t want to be a problem between dad and Steve, 
between his new team and future career. 


But the thought of not being close to him is unthinkable 
now. 


“T just don’t need an inquisition dad, I still have a headache. 
Okay?” I ask him, raising the white flag of truce, for now. 


He creases a frown, and after asking me to clean up and 
make sure the house is locked, he busies himself with his 
checklists for the third time. 


The drive up is tense, but mostly from what I can only 
imagine is dad’s own nerves about managing a new crew 
he’s never met in a league that’s new to him. 


With Steve’s own interest, dad’s well up to speed with the 
latest technology, he’s just never had the money or 
opportunity to be a part of it. 


“Tt’ll be fine, dad,” I reassure him, relaxing enough to doze 
for the rest of the ride once I see the shine of excitement 
replace the worry in his eyes. I start to drift off to the sound 
of his excitement as he goes over how great things are 
gonna be from now on. 


But before I do slip into sleep, all I can think about and feel 
is Steve. The foggy, very wet dream I have about him is 
followed by me saying his name. Screaming it. 


“Say something?” Dad asks, as I jolt awake, suddenly 
flushed and very certain I just screamed out Steve’s name 
in the car. 


“Here we are,” he announces, letting me off the hook as I 
see the raceway start to fill the horizon. 


Just a dream... but my god... I swear I just... 


“This is where Steve and I started with cars all those years 
ago, before you were even born,” Dad reminisces. 


It’s a qualifying and then round one race today, tomorrow 
the national tour to the championship snakes its way across 
two dozen states. I’ve under packed and feel a pang of 
anxiety about the whole thing. 


I’ll be expected to do whatever dad says the whole time too. 


Sleep should have restored me, but the feeling in my jeans 
is only hotter and wetter than ever for Steve now. I feel 
clammy, hot then cold and everything my dad says is just 
annoying. 


All I can think about, all I want is Steve. 


“Honey? Could you grab those passes and the map? I need 
to know where to go from here.” 


As if on cue, Steve himself steps out from the crowd, heads 
and shoulders above everyone else. He looks so handsome 
in his racing suit, all white with blue stripes. He’s pure 
muscle and has plenty of it... Everywhere. 


I can’t help but gasp, squeaking as I point him out to my 
dad. 


“T can see him honey, I have eyes too,” he murmurs. 


Moving through the crowd at the gates and letting himself 
on the back of dad’s truck, it’s hard not to be infected by his 
presence. He’s already a star, it oozes out of him. 


“You made it!” he says, beaming at my dad, and once dad’s 
eyes go back to steering, he gives me a special look in the 
rear view. 


A look I know is just for me, and makes me feel a thousand 
things again, all at once, and every single one of them 
special and good. 


“Its easier for me to just point you in,” Steve says in his 
deep, commanding tone. “I had no idea there would be such 
a turnout. I didn’t sleep a wink,” he confesses. 


Another look as he inhales sharply, his huge hands hugging 
the headrest of the seat I’m in, pulling it back what feels 
like three inches towards him. 


“Just up here, left to the pit entrance and we’re right at the 
end,” he says confidently. 


“I could’ve found it,” Dad says, rolling his eyes before his 
smile takes over. He’s in his element now, beaming with 
excitement as he takes his place among the nations finest, 
doing what he loves and knows. 


“Well, I hope you had your oatmeal, man. I was just briefed 
and these guys sure have our workday set out. Penny can 
just hang out for now, until we have the whole crew on the 
same page,” he adds, giving dad a nod. 


I don’t mind one bit. The less I have to do officially the 
better. Maybe I can be in charge of mopping Steve’s brow, 
or helping him in and out of his suit if he needs to use the 
bathroom. 


I struggle to take my eyes off him, but give in. Hopelessly 
gazing into his deep, smoldering eyes and turning my head 
back every few seconds, pretending to look around, but 
really just staring at him. 


“The hell, Steve!” Somebody calls gruffly, opening his door 
and making my dad stop suddenly. 


“Oh, I forgot to mention... you’re late. It was a Five o’clock 
start.” 


My dad’s face sours, his hands gripping the wheel as he 
watches Steve disappear into the garage while another 
couple of guys introduce themselves to my dad. 


But all I can do is count the moments until we’re alone 
again. 


Together. 
Just like it should be. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


S teve 


Showered, changed and briefed by the team, I feel a little 
better. But nothing can keep me from the front gate. 


I need to be sure she’s actually coming. There will be hell to 
pay, but I slip out, figuring I can guide them to the pit easier 
and the sooner Mike gets here, the better. 


I already took the rap for him being late. It’s my bad, not his 
and I let management know. 


“Well, let’s hope he has some fresh energy to bring to the 
crew!” The manager exclaimed, slapping me on the back 
with no hard feelings. 


Mike is briefed by the manager and the team who work on 
the other two cars once he arrives, the one for today’s trials 
and race is ready to go. 


It all goes by in a blur once I see Penny again, getting 
myself and the car ready, finding myself waiting at the 
starting line, astounded I can only think of one thing. 


Not the green light, not the other cars around me, just 
Penny. 


It feels like every breath I take now is because of her, 
everything is for her. 


I’ve never felt better and once the light’s green I know the 
sooner I get this out of the way, the sooner I'll see her 
again. 


The car runs well, and the comm’s from the crew are 
encouraging, making it seem a lot easier than it even feels. 


With Penny at the front of my mind, it’s like the qualifying 
trial is just a chore and once I’m told how much we lead by, 
that Ill be starting first off the grid, I can only think of her 
then too. 


The whole team, minus the two people I need to see most, 
swarm the car in the pit, and I’m rushed out and away from 
the car to a cheering crowd, media and told the boss of the 
team, the millionaire owner wants to speak with me 
personally. 


But I don’t really want any of this, I just want Penny and I 
strain to see her in the crowd the whole time until I’m 
eventually bundled off to one of the corporate tents in a 
grandstand, which once inside, looks more like a hotel than 
a tent. 


The team’s owner, an oil man, Buford ‘Tex’ Billings is as big 
as I am but for all the wrong reasons. His bulk makes sitting 
down a constant requirement, and the lack of him able to 
have his cigar lit seems to be causing him as much 
frustration as my need to see Penny, even Mike again. 


“Steve, mighty fine job. Mighty fine,” he drawls, rolling the 
wet end of his thick Havana across his mouth. 


“You win today, and you fly to the next race in my own jet, Y’ 
hear?” he asks me, raising both brows and giving me a sly 
grin. 


“You do the work, I'll reward ya! No huffin’ in a bus for an 
upcoming champion. Is somethin’ wrong boy? You don’t 
look too pleased for the number one racer on the very soon 
to be number one team,” he observes in his thick southern 
accent, leaning forward. 


“I’m a straight man, Steve. Speak your mind if you got 
problems,” he offers, glancing at his watch to remind me 
that even though he’s sitting on his ass, time is money. My 
time, his money. 


“Its just the people I had brought in as part of the pit 
crew... Mike Pinkerton... his daughter too...” I start to 
stammer. 


The old oil man’s eyes light up in a twinkle, and I can see 
why such a shrewd southerner does so well with anything 
he puts his hand on. 


“So, it’s a girl, eh! Fast cars and faster women, that it?” he 
asks, stifling a laugh, but I tense up and my hands fisting. 


“Alright, easy son,” he says. “They’ll be right there with you, 
we all will Steve. That’s why it's called a team,” he adds 
firmly, looking a little bored and disappointed his star’s 
hung up on something so trivial. 


“Like I said, Steve. You win the race, I’ll reward ya. Plain 
and simple. Shit happens, but don’t let that shit be comin’ 
from your end. I don’t want no angry daddy gumming up 
the work because their daughter can’t keep her panties 
dry... catch?” he asks, a strong edge in his voice. 


Suspicion and warning. I growl low but nod my head, 
reminding myself I need this job to give Penny the life she 


deserves. Having her along is gonna be tough in so many 
ways but I couldn’t think of doing it any other way. 


I extend my hand to the old man, to the hand that’s feeding 
me. “Mr. Billings, I’ll do my best.” Is all I can promise, and 
his firm reply of his stout hand in mine is as good as any 
gentleman’s agreement. 


Before I’m ushered out again, Billings has a word with the 
manager, who from his last name is a relation, wheezing 
instructions into his bent ear and with a nod from both, I 
get the distinct feeling I might just be getting to have my 
cake and eat it too after all. 


I just hope Mike’s doing alright, I haven’t even seen him to 
talk about the cars yet... and the main race starts in a little 
over an hour, with the team manager telling me there’s just 
enough time for a quick briefing, change and what he 
insists afterwards is a contractual power nap. 


And still no sign of Penny or Mike. 


“You look like shit, Steve. You been up all night, you hit the 
mark in qualifying, but we need you fresh. Like Mr. Billings 
said, you win today, and every day after, you can have 
anything you want just how you want it... but today, you 
gotta earn it. You gotta prove yourself some more, okay? 
Now get some fuckin’ rest... and then win that fuckin’ cup 
today,” he orders me. 


I internally join the dots in the man’s lineage, tracing it 
back to the owner of the team, who I peg as his grandpa, 
most likely. 


Aside from that, I have to agree with him. 


I do need some rest, even just a cat nap if I’m gonna be 
functional for the race. 


But I know it’s useless. 


Where are you, Penny? 


CHAPTER NINE 


P enny 


I tell myself to take deep breaths. 
Not to panic. 


You can do this... you got this... once Steve finds you again, 
he'll take care of everything. He won’t just abandon you. 
Not like this... 


Dad’s look is sour, bordering on ‘fuck this shit’ once we’re 
grilled for being late, but after some more friendly 
directions from the other team members, some coffee and a 
more definite set of conditions for our future employment 
dad perks up. Unfortunately for me, I’m left on the sidelines 
for now. 


And no matter which way I turn or wherever I go, I can’t 
find Steve for the life of me. 


I’ve been around amateur and semi-pro teams since I can 
remember. Since I could crawl, so I’m not intimidated by 
the pit scene, the noise or the smell and I know where not 
to put my nose as well as my feet. 


But damn, if this pro team isn’t so unlike anything I’ve ever 
seen before. Dad’s got his work cut out for him, that’s for 
sure. It’s more like a military or synchronized athletics 
team. Everyone at their station, everyone waiting for the 
next command and nobody standing idle or shooting the 
breeze. 


“Wish me luck. Qualifying starts any minute but I’m on the 
back up cars to start with,” Dad murmurs before pecking 
my head as he’s led away. 


Me? 


I’ve got an access all areas pass and a few ’Scuse me, thank 
you’s from the pit crew but I already miss the one thing 
that’s really brought me here. 


Huffing a sigh through puffed cheeks, and slotting my own 
team headphones on, I grab another coffee, a Danish and 
wait. 


And wait. 


It feels like forever, but there’s finally an unseen buzz of 
excitement as the qualifying race is about to start. 


Getting my bearings from the live video feed and other 
monitors, I can tell I’m on the wrong side of the team’s pit 
garage to be anywhere near Steve right now, but I finally 
get to see him. 


My heart’s in my throat before the start, but once he’s 
away, I feel it glowing in my chest like hot iron. 


His driving style is aggressive but determined, and I tell 
myself he’s thinking about me, that he wants to see me 
again as badly as I need him right now. 


But really? 


I dunno, a lot of the crew are amazed, impressed and finally 
awe-struck by his performance, which lands him first place 
on the grid for the main race after the qualifying laps. 


Not bad at all for the rookie driver. 


I’m pushed along in the throng of support crew, cheering 
their position but I’m only struggling to get close for my 
own reasons. 


For the second time in as many hours, Steve is whisked 
away, just out of sight and reach, unable to hear me either 
over the pit crew, shouting congratulations and finally, 
orders for the car to be readied for the actual race. 


From what I gather, overhearing what everyone else is 
saying, he’s been asked to meet the owner of the team. A 
rare privilege, with even the owner’s grandson, Benson 
who manages the team from what I’ve gathered, has his 
nose slightly out of joint from the attention Steve’s 
generated. 


And it starts to sink in, my biggest fear I’ve had all along, 
that my dad and I, as much as he’s tried to take us with him 
on his ride to success... we’ll most likely get left behind in 
the shadows. 


It feels like I am anyway at least. 


Turning to go who knows where next, I literally run straight 
into my dad, who looks like a kid in a candy store who’s 
been helping himself to anything red or blue in color. 


“Did you see? Isn’t it amazing, honey!” he gushes. I open 
my mouth to speak, but nothing comes, and we’re both 
drowned out by the pits filling up with every other car from 
the qualifying laps. 


“Gotta go, honey, keep nearby though and don’t wander 
off!” Is all I can make out before he’s off again, totally 
caught up in the moment. 


I’m glad for my dad, I really am. This is like his boyhood 
dream. He’s never wanted to race himself, but always 
wanted to run a mechanical crew for a pro team, and here 
we are. 


Here I am... all alone. 
Where are you, Steve? 


I don’t mean to, but I feel myself slipping into that place 
where no sleep, no proper food and emotional upheavals 
lives. 


Swinging back past the food section, I help myself. Why 
not? It’s free and it’s actually pretty good. 


No more coffee though, my nerves are shot so far, so just 
water and a sandwich from the ever evolving selection of 
food laid out for the pit crew. 


I find a footbridge for pass holders only, taking me over to 
the other side of the pits, a larger, grassed area that’s 
fenced in and filled with trailers. 


I wonder if there’s a bathroom anywhere nearby. 


My heart skips a beat when I get a fresh but faint blast of 
Steve’s cologne. It’s not a common scent, and I’d know it 
anywhere. 


“Steve?” I call out, not meaning to, but sounding as 
desperate as I feel. 


I open my mouth to call out again, but the sound of a trailer 
door banging open behind me makes me jump, almost 
calling out something else. 


“Penny!” he says hoarsely, and my eyes grow wide with 
relief and a familiar, welcome warmth floods my body. 


“Steve,” I whisper, racing to him, nuzzling into his huge 
frame as he puts one arm around me while the other closes 
his trailer door behind us, the lock clicking. 


We don’t say a word, just stand there holding each other for 
I don’t know how long. 


The fear of losing him and then the joy of him finding me so 
easily again, it’s too much and despite my best efforts, I 
hear the emotion in my voice as I playfully punch my palms 
against his chest. The only thing I can think to do to stop 
myself from crying. 


“Damn you Steve Bennett, damn you for making me so 
crazy, for being so damned perfect.” 


Lifting my chin up with his finger before pressing it to my 
lips, he only shakes his head gently, shushing me softly. 


“You’re the one who’s perfect, Penny. And I’m the one who’s 
crazy about you.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


S teve 


Everything that’s happened since I touched her last is 
almost like a bad dream. Something uncomfortable before I 
can wake up again and be warm in our own bed someplace. 


Safe. 
Home. 


That’s what Penny is to me, she’s everything I want that’s 
wholesome and hopefully, a little bit more than that too. 


“T thought I’d lost you,” she says, lines of silver under each 
eye as she holds back tears. 


Holding her close to me, closer than ever, and feeling her 
tremble under my touch is more thrilling than any race. It’s 
the best feeling in the whole world. 


“You haven’t lost me,” I remind her, “We’ve found each 
other, okay? And I’m never letting you go Penny. Tell me 
that your mine and TIl keep it that way, forever. Say it,” I 
demand. 


“Oh, Steve! I’m yours. I thought I was imagining things, 
that you would never-” 


But I don’t let her finish. 


I tried telling myself I should wait, that I wouldn’t go too 
fast too soon, but I guess racing’s in my blood. And Penny’s 
set it racing alright. 


My mouth is over hers in a second, only making her press in 
harder against me as I wrap both my arms around her and 
pull her up by those hips I’ve longed to hold her by. 


Her arms link around my neck and it’s like the whole world 
disappears as we finally feel the excitement and relief of our 
first kiss. The sensation I know both of us have an instant 
hunger for, it’s something I never want to end. 


I never would have said I was a kisser, never really have 
been. But like so many other things between Penny and me, 
it all just comes so naturally. I can tell she’s nervous, but so 
am I. In a way that registers as excitement and passion, not 
fear. 


The only thing we’re both afraid of is never having reached 
out for this moment. 


Turning in the trailer slightly, which is way too small for me, 
I set her down on a high bench-table alongside soft bench 
seats. She opens her legs enough for me to get as close to 
her as I can, still standing while she pulls me in close. 


I pull her hard against me with one hand, the other holding 
her neck as we both find a new level of sharing our mouths. 
A deeper, more intense feeling, and I relish her sweet taste, 
the smell of her hair and the tiny sounds she makes. 


There’s no denying we both want more than just a first kiss. 
But here... now? 


“T want you Steve,” she murmurs, purring like a cat as her 
hands run up and down the front of my open suit, one 
finding its way in further down my belly. 


She unzips me fully and I groan out loud once I feel her 
hands wrap around my aching hardness, making her 
shudder another sound that only tells me one thing. 


“T want this. I want you to give it to me, to make me yours,” 
she whispers, her urgency only matched by the near frantic 
pumping of both her hands on my cock as I groan, trying to 
steady myself. 


I shake my head, but only in disbelief she could be so up for 
everything I actually want to do to her straight away. I’m 
surprised and relieved by how forward she is. 


It sets my mind at ease and my dick into overdrive. 


“I want you more, Penny, more than you’ll ever know,” I 
growl, clenching my jaw and willing myself not to climax in 
her soft hands. 


“And you will have me, won’t you?” she asks, looking up at 
me, a sudden look of apprehension in her clear blue eyes. 


“Oh, I will,” I remind her and kiss her harder than ever, 
groaning hard as she squeaks under me, the sound of her 
hands running over my body mixed with her frantic 
breathing is music to my ears and I want more than 
anything to press my mouth over her sweet pussy as well as 
her mouth. 


We could be anywhere in the world right now, the race, the 
team, everything forgotten. 


Even her dad. 


But Penny hasn’t. And the more I start to undress her as 
well as myself, the more she reminds me. 


“What about the race?” she asks, “It’s about to start.” 


But I can sense there’s something else on her mind, maybe 
her father? Maybe it’s because I’m older, I can’t tell but I 
want her. 


I will have her. 


“I have to taste you,” I growl, teasing her legs apart and 
making her gasp as my hands run right up her middle. The 
damp heat of her essence is unmistakable and it’s making 
me think of nothing else. 


My eyes narrow on hers as I lift her enough to yank her 
jeans and panties down in one go, making her moan loudly. 
Her hands clawing at my hair, pulling me down towards her 
to let me know she wants this as much as I do. 


“Steve,” she whimpers, her whole body shaking suddenly 
and I know it’s not just nerves. 


She’s so close. She’s about to come on the spot and I won’t 
miss my chance. 


I won’t miss my reward. 


“Hold on, Penny,’ I urge her, getting to my knees and 
hooking her jeans and legs over my head, plunging my 
whole mouth over her sodden pussy before she loses all 
control. 


Her sweet wetness is like ambrosia, and her body arches 
and stiffens at my touch before she lets out a low sound of 
her own, joining mine until we sound like a pair of wild 
animals devouring each other. 


Me with my mouth and her with her sweet, perfect body 
pressing harder against me as she starts to circle her hips. 


She presses her thick thighs against my face, right where I 
want them and using both my hands I grab her soft, apple 
bottom shaped ass and squeeze it in time with my tongue’s 
lashing as it circles her clit and dances across her gleaming 
lips. 


“Steve” she gasps, and gradually says my name louder 
until I find her sweet spot, releasing her pent up arousal in 
a devastating climax that sees her whole body jerking and 
Spasming in my hands as wave after wave of ecstasy 
envelops her. 


My natural instinct is to claim her on the spot. God knows 
my body is aching for hers and hers must be begging for my 
cock by now. 


But that last look of indecision, that tiny flash of hesitation 
all makes sense when she tells me once she’s caught her 
breath back. 


“T’ve never done it before, Steve... I’m a-” 


But I silence her with a kiss. It only makes her all the more 
perfect to me. 


Untouched and unclaimed by anyone. 


“You’re mine is what you are,” I remind her gently, taking 
her hands in mine and kissing them softly. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


P enny 


I could say a first kiss would have been enough, but once 
Steve’s hands are on me and mine start to explore his body. 
I know exactly what I want. 


What I need. 


It’s everything from my fantasies plus more, like a thousand 
times more, it’s hard to explain how magical it feels to 
finally be in his arms, to know that all he wants is me. 


Once his mouth is on my pussy, it sends me into overdrive 
and I know more than anything I want him inside me. I 
want him to show me everything, teach me everything. 


I hold back that huge wave of my first climax as long as I 
can, I want it to last and show him I’m not so inexperienced, 
but I have to tell him I’m a virgin. I come so hard and fast 
once he tastes me, it’s only fair to let him know... and to 
also let him know he'll be my first. 


My only, too. 


I’ll never look at another man again as long as I live. And 
Steve’s so sweet about everything, he just makes me feel 
even more special by the second even after I tell him. 


That cock though. I can’t keep my hands off it, and I’m as 
ready for it now as I'll ever be. 


But like so many things today, we keep getting distracted by 
our feelings in the middle of what’s a really important day 
for Steve, his career and my dad’s too. 


Me? TIl go wherever Steve goes. I'll lick stamps or empty 
trash cans if I have to if it means staying close to him. 


The sudden shaking of the trailer door, followed by loud 
knocking makes me jump. Steve growls, and I watch his 
whole body tense as somebody calls for him from outside. 


“Steve? You in there? We got a race to get ready for. 
Steve!” 


Loud banging again, and Steve calls out to tell them he’s on 
his way but I can tell they’re still waiting for him behind the 
door. 


He kisses me tenderly again, unhooking himself from me 
and making me pout when he zips himself up. 


“Once I win this race,” he says forcefully, pressing his whole 
hand over my still twitching, saturated mound before 
bringing it up to his lips. 


“This... you, will be mine,” he promises me, and I feel any 
sense of disappointment vanish. The idea he’s going 
straight from me to the race and then promising to take me 
straight after makes it all the more thrilling. 


“TIl wait here,” I whisper, but he shakes his head. 


“T want you to watch me, Penny. I need you to be with me 
out there... without you behind me, in my thoughts... I don’t 
know what I’d do,” he says, cursing when the pounding on 
the door starts again. 


“Mine,” he growls low again, giving me that grin I know 
means he wants me before he kisses me one last time. I’m 
blinded by the shaft of light from the trailer door opening 
before he pulls it shut behind him. 


I rush to freshen up in the trailer’s small bathroom, 
straightening my hair and trying not to look like I’ve just 
been ravished by the most amazing man alive, but 
something about me already looks different in the mirror. 


I know I’m his already, a real woman with a real man who’s 
racing for her now. And I’m rooting for him, every step of 
the way. 


There’s a new excitement in the air, I can feel it once I step 
out of the trailer, retracing my way back to the pit crew 
over the bridge. Back to my new life which seems so 
different already now, as if everything has changed yet it 
looks exactly the same. 


I can hear the cheers of the crowd get louder, and the 
announcements that the race is about to start. 


They must have been shitting bricks trying to find Steve. I 
wonder if they knew what he was really up to? 


Slipping back into the pit without being noticed, I have a 
team-side view of everything on the monitors. I can see 
Steve inside the car, hear his voice once I slip my headset 
on and get more of a feel for the race about to begin than 
any spectator ever could. 


It really is like being in the car with him, but I can’t talk to 
him, not yet... 


My heart is in my throat as I suddenly realize the man I 
love, the one I’ve promised myself to is about to go out on 
the tarmac at two hundred miles an hour, pitting himself 
against other cars doing the same. 


I’ve never worried or even thought about the dangers of 
the sport until this moment and I say a silent prayer for his 
safety, to bring him back to me in one piece. 


Truth is, he’s safer in his race car than any other place on 
the road. He’d have more danger being killed or injured 
driving to the track than racing on it, those are the stats as 
I understand them. 


But it doesn’t stop my heart from leaping, almost panicking 
once the green light flashes and the race starts. 


I need you to be with me out there... without you behind 
me, in my thoughts... I don’t know what Id do... 


His firm voice in my mind calms me instantly, and I watch 
the monitors, waiting for glimpses of his hands and body as 
he moves inside the car, taking each corner fast and already 
leading the pack. 


My heart flutters from panic to pride in an instant as I 
remember that he’s racing to get to me, to claim me. 


He’s racing to win so he can claim me sooner, I know he is. 


But I don’t think the pit crew, or the team manager 
appreciate that let alone understand it. 


“Uh, Steve? We got a whole lot of laps go, no need to try 
and win it on the first,” one of the crew technicians cautions 
him, but his replies are only low sounds and single words. 


His lead is noticeable after the first few laps and a sudden, 
stern Southern voice from behind makes everyone sit up 
straight suddenly. 


“Let him drive his own damn race! Long as he gets the car 
over that finish line first, I couldn’t give a shit how he does 
it. Pay attention! Y’ all might learn something from how this 
young buck does his business.” 


A huge, older man is blocking the doorway behind us and I 
figure it’s someone important. Nobody says a word and he 
shuffles out again after lingering for a few minutes until he 
seems Satisfied that Steve’s already won, even though 
there’s so far to go. 


It seems Steve can do no wrong, and each lap he gets a 
little further ahead, while pushing the car a little harder. 


The pit crew launches into action, letting him know he’ll 
have to change tires if he wants to finish at all, and again 
they grill him for not sticking to the race plan. 


I can feel his eyes on me somehow through the monitor, 
drifting back to the sensation of his mouth over me, his 
hands making me shiver on the spot. 


“.. you will be mine...’ 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


S teve 


I feel torn. I want nothing but Penny, to be inside her. 


But then again, I don’t want our first time to be in some 
trailer beside a racetrack, as nice as the trailer is... 


She’ll be my queen and I need something more special to 
show her just how special she really is. 


To do that, to get there just like that old bastard promised, I 
need to win this race and that’s exactly what I intend to do. 


I’ve always been driven to win, but knowing that Penny is 
waiting for me to claim her at the end of this makes it the 
race of my life. 


I’ve staked my claim, told her she’ll be mine and aside from 
the irritation of being interrupted, it only spurs me into 
action for her. 


I feel the same wry smile on my mouth as I get in the car as 
I did when I slide her out of those jeans. 


The crew in my ear, the car itself, the other drivers, all are 
telling me what to do in one way or the other but they can’t. 


How can they? 


How can they possibly control how I win for my queen, how 
I race towards claiming her? 


They can’t. 


I feel Penny’s eyes on me eventually, grinning wider at the 
thought of her watching me, not just racing, but winning for 
her. 


Winning her curves and winning her heart, showing her 
how Ill make her mine properly. 


The rest of the laps aren't a blur for me, but a calculated 
and definite series of movements. Like the most 
exhilarating foreplay I’ve ever had, knowing Penny is 
watching and waiting for my next installment with her 
beneath me, with my hands tracing all over her body... 


I do have to stop for tires, and although not impressed with 
my style so far, the fact I’m winning speaks for itself, with 
the only words from the team apart from updates coming 
from Mike, who suddenly puts himself on the airwaves. 


“Steve. You’ll make up the next lap to hold a lead, but 
you’re burning out the car in the process. That rear axle 
mount is white hot at the minute.” 


I don’t know how it happens, but my radio suddenly goes 
dead. 


Might have something to do with me ripping out the cable 
from my helmet, dunno. 


I appreciate their concern, but this is my race and I’ve 
already won. All I need to do is finish and claim my prize. 


I end up lapping some of the last place holders, and gauge 
my time and imminent finish from the boards on the side of 
the track. 


The final lap, I’m in the home stretch and I can see nothing 
but my hands running over Penny, freeing her breasts from 
her blouse and holding her with both my hands as I fill my 
mouth with her. 


But something breaks my daydream. A series of lights 
flashing and an electronic alarm, followed by a sickening 
Snapping sound. 


The car pitches right and despite my trying to correct it, 
starts to spin before I lose all sense of direction. 


I grip the wheel hard, snarling before yelling in frustration 
and anger as I see the checkered finish line only yards from 
me. 


It looks like I didn’t win after all. 


The car’s not going anywhere, stuck at an obscure angle 
but fortunately to one side of the track. 


Once one car, then another slowly pass me from the front, I 
realize my car’s facing the other way. 


I have crossed the finish line, the car spinning itself right 
across the finish to victory, coming to rest facing the wrong 
direction. 


I won! 


I won after all and now the only thing I’m trying to do is 
free myself from this damned car and find Penny. 


There’s no smoke or flames and I can feel my body’s 
unharmed, but before I even climb out I know the car’s a 
wreck. 


There’s gonna be hell to pay, but as I’m helped out of the 
car by track marshals, I can hear the roar of the crowd, 
even through my helmet, which I hurry to take off so I can 
see Straight. 


There’s talk of medics, an ambulance but I push past and 
hop over the barrier, soon met by half the pit crew who are 
at once happy and hella pissed off with me. 


I won, yes. But I’ve totaled a car and ignored everything I 
was supposed to do, but all I can think of is Penny. 


Ushered back to the pit garage, a sea of people are closing 
in and it looks like some of the barriers have been breached 
by racegoers too, making for a chaotic scene. 


Where are you Penny? 


A familiar voice with an edge to it, and a hand under my 
arm brings me closer to her, but not quite. 


“What the fuck was that all about! ?” 


Her dad, Mike, my best friend and now senior team 
mechanic is spinning me around to face him. 


Security and the pit crew move to close the garage doors to 
stop people from flooding in but my biggest problem is still 
not being able to see Penny. 


Mike looks like the rest of the crew, relieved, victorious but 
mad as hell. 


The sound of Penny’s voice cutting through the chaos 
cancels out everything. 


Wrenching my arm free from her dad, I spin to see her 
trying to catch my attention from across the garage, her 
eyes wide and her arms outstretched. 


I push my way past everyone and everything else, only 
wanting to hold her again, which I am in seconds flat. 


n 


“I thought... I was so...” she starts to say, but turning as I 
hold her closer, I only want to do one thing, which I do and 
the whole garage falls silent as I kiss her luscious lips. 


Somebody gasps, then murmurs, until finally a familiar 
voice cuts through the silence and I lift my head from Penny. 


Mike’s eyes are on me. Narrow, burning slits as a short, 
puffy hand claps his shoulder from behind, steadying its 
owner. Team owner, Buford Billings. 


“Now that’s what I call a victory kiss! Why all the long 
faces? We just won the damned race people, let’s look 
alive!” he booms across the garage, and with the help of his 
grandson, the team manager, the gathered crowd slowly 
joins him in what feels like a strained, almost nervous 
celebration. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


P enny 


I’m not gonna lose sight of Steve again, the last lap of the 
race, and then his crash over the finish line destroys any 
shyness or reserve I have left. 


I don’t care what happens next, I only want him and I can 
see by the look in his eyes when I finally get his attention 
that he feels the same. 


His kiss is the greatest reward for all my worry. My dad’s 
eyes are on us, boring into Steve once he’s done kissing me, 
which is only a taste of what I know he has in store for me. 


I feel a stab of pain for my dad, but I can’t feel guilty and I 
won't feel bad for following my heart. 


It’s sad when I feel my dad’s gaze wanting to move to me, 
but he chooses to turn his back instead, losing himself 
behind the surging mechanics, pit crew and team members 
as they all rush forward to finally congratulate and cheer 
Steve for his victory. 


Even if it’s only because the team’s owner is ordering them 
to. 


The tradition is to lift the race winner up, but Steve’s letting 
it be known that his arm is firmly around me and he’s not 
going to let go. They all settle for hair scuffing for those who 
can reach, and pats on the back from everyone else. 


There’s a dozen people talking all at once and I can’t make 
sense of what’s happening, but it doesn’t matter. 


Steve’s firm hand squeezing me and his strong arm around 
me is all I need right now. 


“He'll come ‘round,” Steve says calmly and firmly into my 
ear before kissing it, giving me another squeeze that I can 
tell is raising a few eyebrows from the females in the group. 


But I know my dad won’t ‘come ‘round.’ I know how hurt 
he'll be if he isn’t already, knowing that there was 
something between me and Steve he either wasn’t told or 
knew he couldn’t stop. 


He’s just being a dad I guess. 


“C’mon son,” the team manager calls out, using the people 
in front to lean on until he makes his way to Steve, taking 
his other arm. 


“Let’s get you out of here. A promise is a promise!” 


I feel Steve moving off with him, a ripple of panic washing 
over me, but Steve’s grip on me isn’t loosening. 


Wherever he goes, I know I’m going from now on. 


“T got you. Just until I have to go out there, then I’ll come 
right back, promise,” he reminds me, jutting his chin 
towards the view of the podium across the track once we 
head up a level into the private atrium of the team’s garage. 


“Now...” Exclaims the large, squat man who introduces 
himself as ‘Tex’. “You just gone and cost me one car but I 
did tell you to win at any cost, pretty much,” he says, a 
serious look on his face but a twinkle in his eyes as he looks 
from me to Steve before settling himself down behind a 
huge desk inside. 


The walls are covered in monitors, with all the race and 
track coverage, plus the data from the pit crew, plus a 
whole bunch of other stuff I can only assume is stock 
markets and whatever else the guy has going on. 


We're still standing and I can feel Steve craning to catch a 
glimpse of the podium he’s supposed to be heading for. 


“You'll get your trophy,” Tex muses, almost to himself before 
his eyes travel up and down my body. 


Not in a bad way, but in the way a grandparent or parent 
looks at someone with pride. A sense of achievement. 


“T have to stay on especially seeing as you just wrecked a 
half million dollars’ worth of car, but there’s other business 
I have too,” he continues. 


I feel Steve and myself flinching, thinking maybe this is the 
hello-goodbye, congrats on the new job, you’re fired 
speech, but the old man surprises us both. 


“T told you I’d reward you if you won, and I will, Steve. I 
want you and your... assistant here to be my guest on my jet 
and again at the hotel I was to stay at tonight. But I want 
you fresh and recovered focused for the next race 
tomorrow. Y’ hear!” he asks sharply, holding up a pointed 
finger, but his eyes are still twinkling with delight. 


“Yes sir,” Steve says, his voice low but sincere, his hand 
finding mine and giving it another squeeze. 


“Good! Now go stand out there for a few minutes, tell the 
media something positive that doesn’t involve the car and 
enjoy yourselves,” he says, interrupted by the sound of the 
team manager behind us. 


“Uh... Sorry Tex, but we have a podium...” he starts to say, 
but the old man has already brushed us all away with one 
hand, reaching for a fresh cigar from his box with the other 
and trying to answer a ringing phone at the same time. 


“Just keep winning, Steve. But no more wrecked cars and 
all is forgiven!” We all hear him booming after us, fading off 
into a hacking cough as we’re led across to the podium side, 
over another covered footbridge above the swarming 
crowds. 


I don’t mind letting Steve go to take his prize, just for a 
little while. I’m able to watch from the wings, just a few 
yards away really, and have to keep motioning at him with 
my hands to stop looking at me and look at the crowd, the 
cameras. All the media and new fans he has that are still 
enthralled by his spectacular finish. 


There’s a million questions, and a ton of people wanting to 
ask them, but the team manager appoints a spokesman for 
the event and leads Steve and me straight to a waiting car 
afterword which he says is taking us to the airport. 


“Boss’s orders,” he reminds us both, and although I have a 
ton of questions of my own, mostly about my dad, I give 
myself over to the moment. 


The freedom and thrill of being alone with Steve again, it’s 
too good to be true but it’s actually happening and I’m not 
gonna miss my chance at giving myself to him a second time 
today. 


Not for anything in the world. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


S teve 


If there’s such a thing as a day that just gets better by the 
minute, I’m living it. 


I swear it's Penny. She’s just good fortune and an angel with 
the body of a goddess all rolled up into one. 


I’m new to the pro racing scene, and although the big man 
said he’d reward me if I won, I seriously thought he was 
calling us into his office to fire us all before having us 
thrown out of his garage. 


But by the looks, he’s a man of his word. 
And so am I. 


The private car is very private, with dark windows and a 
privacy screen between us and the driver, giving me the 
perfect opportunity to set to work on pleasing my woman. 


But Penny is still a little upset about the race, how it ended. 


“You could’ve been killed,” she reminds me, to which I tell 
her I could be a lot of things all the time, but it doesn’t 


mean I will be. 


She’s tense up until my hands slide under her shirt to find 
her silky smooth skin. 


Until my mouth is on hers again, then it doesn’t matter 
anymore. We could be anywhere but I’m trying to save what 
I have for her ‘til we’re someplace special. 


Trailers and the back of a car? Not what I had planned. And 
the private jet the old man was talking about? Hmm... I 
don’t think I can hold out much longer to wait until we get 
to a hotel or wherever else. 


And by the way Penny is urgently tugging at my clothes, 
almost whimpering as she tries to free my cock which is 
already rock hard. I’d be surprised if we make it to the 
airport. 


But it’s so easy to get lost in just holding her and the 
journey settles into just us, feeling her body against mine 
and exploring her mouth with mine. Kissing her and 
whispering in her ear about just how beautiful she is, what 
she does to me. 


“Can you wait until we get to the plane?” I ask her, making 
her look up thoughtfully as she runs her hand across my 
aching bulge. 


“T dunno, can you?” She teases me. “I’ve waited my whole 
life for you Steve; just being here like this now, with you... it 
means everything,” she tells me truthfully, and I feel more 
than my crotch swelling as my heart grows so big, so full for 
her I can only be certain of one thing. 


I haven’t just fallen for her, I love her. I’ll love her ‘til the 
day I die but I don’t know how I can tell her just like that. 


Not just yet anyway. 


The privacy screen starts to slide down, and I rush to make 
sure Penny’s covered. Nobody else is gonna see what’s 
mine. Ever. 


I lean forward, pounding the smoked glass. 


“The fuck, you moron! Who said you could join in? Do I have 
to come teach you a lesson you prick!” I hear myself 
snarling, the screen moving straight back up again as the 
phone in the console chimes. 


The driver apologizes profusely and assures me it won’t 
happen again, he just wanted to let us know we're nearly at 
the helipad, where a chopper will take us to the airport, a 
twenty minute flight. 


I advise him to stay in his seat once we get there, I don’t 
want him anywhere near Penny. 


“Its alright, Steve,” she says, trying to calm me. “He’s just 
doing his job, trying to help,” she reasons, and I don’t 
realize how wound up I am, how tense I am until I feel her 
hands on me. 


I’m breathing hard, panting like a wild animal, and it only 
makes me more protective of her to think she’d think it's 
normal for another man to look at her for any reason. 


“You’re mine,” I tell her, slowly calming down by degrees as 
my fingers trace the outline of her face before working 
their way down to her neck and chest. 


“ Mine,” I remind her, “and nobody gets to see what you’ve 
got except me.” 


“They never will,” she reassures me, and kisses me with 
such intensity while gripping my clothes, pulling me so 
close to her that her strength surprises me before it makes 
me moan with the need to be inside her. 


Once the car stops at the chopper, I’m pleased that 
shithead at least has the sense to stay in his seat, and I lift 
Penny out of the car, carrying her to the helipad. 


She’s never been in a helicopter before, neither have I, but 
I don’t think either of us even notice. 


Once we land at the airport, there’s a few suits to direct us 
onto a Lear jet within walking distance, but we’re both only 
counting the seconds until we can be alone again. 


A bubbly, busty, plastic looking Malibu Barbie type is all 
smiles at the entrance of the plane, until she sees Penny 
and then her smile falters making me growl. 


I feel Penny tense at my side and before I have to deal with 
the same shit in the limo, I nip it in the bud. 


“I'm grateful for your service whoever you are, and thank 
Mr. Billings for the ride, but I would really appreciate it if 
we could just be left alone. For the whole flight. Thanks,” I 
inform her, looming up unintentionally as I try to fit inside 
the cabin without bending myself right in half. 


Her eyes travel up and down me, then Penny again, her 
mouth gets this fish-like look and without more than a 
clipped “As you wish, Mr. Bennet, I’ll let the pilot know to 
announce our take off and landings...” she leads us through 
to the passenger area before promptly slamming a door 
behind us, which I lock. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


P enny 


Steve smiles, then shrugs. I should feel bad, awkward; but I 
don’t. 


A quick hug and kiss from him reminds me I don’t need to 
worry about other women, maybe just other guys from the 
looks of things so far. 


The jet, like the car and the corporate tent at the track is 
over the top opulence and I joke that Steve might have to 
get used to it. 


“Apart from having you here now, I think I prefer my old 
team,” he says with a hint of regret. “At least I could 
breathe and not be scared of breaking something, or 
driving a car how I like.” 


“But you have me now, and I’m not complaining,” I chime in, 
not sure if I should take the seat next to or opposite him. 


He plants me firmly in the seat in front of him with a 
satisfied sound, unbuttoning my blouse just enough for him 


to see some skin and his feet push mine a little wider apart 
after he buckles me in. 


“Once we’re in the air...” he cautions me with a grin, and I 
feel my heart shiver as the jets start to whine as we taxi out 
onto the tarmac. 


True to his promise, once we’re in the air and my ears pop, 
I feel Steve’s feet pushing mine wider apart as he 
unbuckles himself from his seat. 


My ears aren’t all that’s popped. 


Within seconds, his hands are on my thighs, pulling them 
wider apart. I’m instantly wet for him all over again as he 
settles himself between my legs. 


“I wanted this to be someplace special, somewhere else. We 
can wait if you want?” Steve half asks me, a playful smile 
playing at the corner of his mouth. 


I shake my head dreamily. “I already said anywhere with 
you is heaven,” and I truly mean it. 


Right in this moment, literally floating in clouds; I can’t 
think of any place closer to heaven than with Steve’s hands 
on me. 


The pilot announces something over the intercom about 
being able to move about the cabin, but I think Steve is 
already one step ahead of his advice. 


“Now, where were we?” he murmurs, and I remind him by 
lifting myself from my seat so he can help me out of my 
jeans so he can move about my cabin more freely. 


His low sounds and warm hands on me, running across 
every inch of my bare skin he, but slowly this time, makes 
me shiver with anticipation. 


A yearning, needy sound escapes me and my hands claw 
out to try and unzip him, but Steve’s focus is on me for now. 
He takes my hands in his and gently presses them back 
against the huge leather seat, which he manages to recline 
as well. 


A part of me wants to take charge, to get what I want, but a 
bigger part of me wants to be spoiled by what I know Steve 
wants to take his time doing. 


He wants me as his queen, to pleasure me and spoil me. 
And something tells me there’ll be time enough to come 
when I can return the favor. 


His eyes are on mine the whole time, but I can tell he wants 
to just sit and look at me, something I'll have to get used to 
and I’m glad I’ve overcome most of my shyness with Steve. 


I can see the effect I have on him, as much as he does on 
me. 


After... 


I send him the thought, and remind myself, to hold him, to 
touch and caress him, to stare at his magnificent body 
forever. 


For now, we both have a pressing need. He’s finally going to 
claim me and I’m finally losing more than just my shyness. 


“Tell me again,” he says softly and I shake my head. 


“Tell me!” he demands more firmly, cupping my chest with 
both his hands and making us both groan with delight. 


“I’m yours. This is yours,” I remind him, opening my legs 
wider and hooking my legs around his as he finally pulls his 
suit down far enough to be mostly naked. 


His rigid manhood is like a beacon, hot against my belly as I 
pull him on top of me with my legs until he struggles to 
completely free himself from his racing suit. 


“T don’t think I can wait another second,” he groans. 


My own breathing makes it difficult to speak, until I can feel 
him pressing his hardness against my tight, moist slick 
gash. 


“Take me,” I gasp, not wanting to wait another second 
before I feel him inside me. 


I lift myself a little, holding the seat’s headrest with one 
hand while he slowly eases himself inside me. 


I quickly press my hands against his chest as he starts to fill 
me up. But there’s no pain, just some pressure, and my own 
voice shivering calling his name as he swears, sliding 
himself all the way into me. 


His huge hands pull me as close as possible, making me 
gasp in disbelief, registering his organ hitting a new and 
magical place inside me, which feels like it’s been waiting 
for him my whole life. 


“Jesus, Penny... I... I love you...” he gasps, and staring into 
my eyes, I feel him stiffen even more as I start to slowly 
grind on him, bucking my hips at the same time as we both 
feel something that’s definitely out of this world together. 


I feel more than just my own arousal welling up inside me, 
and although I want to wrap myself around Steve, I want to 
watch his look of complete satisfaction as well, all while I try 
to tell him how I feel the same. 


“T... I love you too, Steve,” I whimper, picking up my pace as 
he grips my hips with both hands, ready to give me what I 
know I need. “Now fuck me, fuck me ‘til I come on your 


cock and fill me with our babies,” I hear myself moaning, 
surprising myself, but only drawing a deeper growl from 
Steve as he obliges me. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


S teve 


It’s hard to believe so much can happen in just a single day. 
I thought the move up to a pro racing team was everything 
to me, but in reality it’s Penny. 


Always has been since she finished college, I know that now. 


Seeing her there, naked and open for me, wanting me to 
claim her. 


Telling me she’s mine. 
It’s perfect. 
She’s perfect. 


Easing myself inside her, feeling her warm, tight wetness 
gripping me until I fill her up and feel the special place 
inside I know she wants me to visit every day from now on, 
forever. 


Like a key into a perfect lock, I’ve opened the greatest 
treasure of all and been rewarded with the only thing I'll 
ever need. The missing part of my heart, my soul. 


My everything. 


Telling her I love her is easy now, it’s the most natural thing 
in the world and I can only regret not telling her sooner, but 
it wouldn’t change the fact. 


But when she tells me she feels the same, when she grinds 
her jaw and commands me to fuck her like I know I want 
to... 


I feel my dick grow, harder somehow if that’s at all possible, 
and we both settle into an intense and close groove of our 
bodies pressed against each other. Her soft, smoothness 
against my hardness. 


Her thick thighs resting against mine as they tense and flex 
with each movement. I can feel my whole body pumping 
and swelling in tune with her delicate, soft frame melting 
into mine. 


Completing me as we complement each other perfectly, 
eventually becoming a tangled knot of each other, melting 
into one. 


What feels like turbulence after about a half an hour could 
be the plane, or it could be the rising climax we’re both 
about to share that we feel. 


Either way, it’s high time and with a few subtle nods of her 
head and that sound she makes that lets me know how 
damn close she is, I give myself permission to fill her with 
everything I’ve been holding back for so long. 


Just when I feel like I can’t hold it any longer, her eyes roll 
back and her body stiffens in my hands. Her back arches 
and she says my name... calls my name between her gritted 
teeth and I smile. 


Sharing her climax, I feel every jolt and pleasing spasm of 
her body coursing over and through my own. 


I’ve never come so hard in my life, and at one point it feels 
like it won’t stop, this magic between us. But eventually, the 
waves soften and the intensity recedes to a satisfying 
sensation. 


Relief mixed with a happiness I’ve never known. The feeling 
that for once in my life, I can relax. 


I’m home. We’ve made it and Penny is mine now. 
I’m hers and she’s mine. 


The captain’s voice overhead lets us know we’re about half 
way, but still have plenty of time. 


I find a blanket and nestling Penny in my arms, we curl up 
together and I’m relieved to hear Penny wanting to talk 
about what’s on my mind already. 


“Do you think a girl can get pregnant the first time?” she 
asks, looking up at me dreamily. 


I’m no doctor, but I know where she’s heading and I 
couldn’t be happier. “Sure,” I suggest, as I muse quietly to 
myself. 


She sighs contentedly, and tracing her hand across my 
chest, we both doze in each other’s arms for a while. 


I forgot how much I hate flying. 
How much I used to hate flying. 


I think I’m cured and already think it might be my 
preferred method of travel from now on. Providing Penny 
comes too, of course. 


I don’t think either of us want this flight to end, and when 
it’s clear we’re about to land soon, it becomes all too clear 
that we’re both gonna have more than each other to deal 
with. 


“When’s the next race?” Penny asks, and I tell her it’s 
tomorrow. 


“Let’s just enjoy today, okay?” I ask her, not wanting to even 
think about cars, the team or her dad. 


She readily agrees, but I can’t but help notice that the 
closer to the ground we get after freshening up and getting 
dressed, the heavier the world seems. 


Except the part of the world that has both of us in it, this 
thing between us. It’s real and I know that even though 
there’s some challenges ahead, she’s worth it. 


I’d do anything to keep her. 


We land and taxi to a halt, with the pilot wishing us a 
pleasant stay. Malibu Barbie is noticeably absent when we 
go to get off the plane, with the door already open and 
another car waiting at the bottom of the steps. 


I think I could get used to this. Pity I have to deal with 
anyone from now on. 


The gravity of the team, the pressure to perform as well as 
Mike, Penny’s dad all loom up in my mind as we head down 
the steps from the plane. 


There’s no driver to hold the door open, so I hold it for 
Penny, and it all becomes clear why once the handset in the 
car chimes. 


It’s Buford. 


“Heard you had a problem with the driver before you left, 
then the hostess on the plane,” he says gruffly. 


I don’t know what to say, only making a grunting sound. 


If I knew where I was, had my own wheels, I’d happily walk 
away from all this right now. 


I’ve got what I came for, but a job’s a job. 


“Is Penny there?” he asks suddenly, an edge of concern in 
his tone which I figure is odd, but it’s been an odd day after 
all. 


“Sure,” I murmur, passing her the phone with a shrug. 


She tells him everything’s fine and just when I feel my 
green eyed monster rearing up inside me again, she’s 
finished. 


“What was all that about?” I ask her, drawing her closer 
after putting my arm around her. 


“T have no idea,” she says thoughtfully, nuzzling into me and 
making me almost forget the whole thing instantly. The car 
pulls away from the tarmac and out onto a quiet stretch of 
highway. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


P enny 


I wouldn’t say we crashed back to earth, but there’s a 
certain element of that feeling once we start to descend and 
then finally land. 


Steve doesn’t say it, he doesn’t have to. We’re both thinking 
the same things, but I’m more worried about him racing 
again. Something I’ve never given a second thought to in 
my whole life. It’s still the safest sport there is. 


But now? With the future father of my children behind the 
wheel? 


Having the team’s owner, Buford wanting a word as soon as 
we're in the car doesn’t do much to settle my mind either. 


I thought he’d want to talk to Steve, maybe even tear into 
him for being so rude to his staff, but he wanted to know if I 
made it safely and if J didn’t mind heading straight to the 
hotel with Steve. 


Weird. 
I do feel like a hot bath and a change of... 


Ah, shit! 
“What is it?” Steve says, suddenly concerned, tense. 


“I just realized, all my stuff... everything, it’s all back at the 
track with my dad,” I add absently, feeling a crushing 
weight on my chest before I groan out loud. 


I don’t want to talk with him, but I don’t want to be without 
the few belongings I brought with me either. It all suddenly 
feels like it’s too much, but Steve’s huge hand suddenly 
covering mine calms me instantly. 


“It’s gonna work out fine, Penny. You'll see,” he says 
reassuringly. 


“T don’t know how,” he adds honestly, “but it’ll all work out 
fine in the end, I just know it will.” 


Coming from anyone else, it wouldn’t mean much. But from 
Steve, I feel like the weight of the world has been lifted off 
my shoulders and I feel myself relaxing again, leaning into 
him, finally giggling a little as I remember what we just did 
on that plane. 


Steve looks a little confused. 


“T mean it, Penny. Everything’s gonna be alright,” he says 
firmly. 


“T know it will,” I reassure him, craning my neck slightly to 
peck his cheek. “I was just thinking about...” 


Pushing everything to the back of my mind, something that 
isn’t hard to do when Steve’s holding me, I rest my eyes 
until Steve shifts a little in his seat. 


“Looks like we’re here,” he murmurs, not wanting to unlock 
our embrace any more than I do but the car finally stops 


and the door opens to the entrance of a palatial looking five 
star hotel. 


“Good afternoon, Mr. Bennet,” The doorman announces. We 
shift a little uneasily into the foyer, where there’s a number 
of waiting staff ushering us to our suite. 


Fortunately, none of them look me in the eye and I wonder if 
old Buford called ahead and warned them. 


“You have some luggage being sent on,” the concierge tells 
us, unlocking the door and handing Steve the key card. 
“Enjoy your stay, please let us know if you need anything.” 


And with that, we’re alone again. 


It’s a corner suite that overlooks a stunning view of the city 
and harbor in the distance. I’ve never been in a five star 
anything before, but the view is breathtaking, as well as the 
company. 


“Tt’s just beautiful!” I exclaim, and turning to Steve, I can 
see he’s been studying my ass the whole time instead of the 
view. 


“It sure is,” he drawls, sauntering over to me and hooking 
his arm around my waist, nibbling my neck until I squeal. 


Steve spins me slowly until we both notice the giant 
bouquet and other items in what looks like the main 
bedroom of the suite. 


A large bottle of champagne, huge flower arrangement and 
a shiny wooden plinth with a plaque engraved on it. 


“For the trophy,” Steve observes, looking bashful when I 
meet his gaze and then shrugging before hefting a huge 
champagne bottle up to feel its weight and screwing up his 
nose. 


“Glad this wasn’t at the podium. I hate this stuff,” he 
observes. 


“Do they always send stuff like this?” I ask, “And where’s 
the-” 


At that moment, the door chimes and Steve crosses the 
carpeted floor in three huge strides to answer it. 


A couple of porters have a trolley with a massive trophy on 
it, but most important to me, I see my bag is there too. 


“Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Bennett. Compliments of Mr. 
Billings, along with the suite. He usually stays with us but 
has other business to attend and let us know you’re our 
guest in his place,” one says. 


Steve stands unimpressed and is happy to close and lock 
the door once they leave. 


I’m happy to have my clothes and something familiar but I 
can’t help thinking of dad and fish for my phone, hoping it’s 
in there. Relieved when I find it, fully charged as well. 


“You don’t like the attention, or the interruptions?” I ask 
Steve, trying to make light of things but I can see Steve’s 
deep in thought and not looking like he’s made up his mind 
where the team’s concerned. 


“T want you, Penny, not all this so much, that’s all,” he says 
finally. 


The silence between us is only broken by him coming over 
to me and holding me close again. I want to look at my 
phone, but also don’t want to look at it. 


“Your dad?” Steve asks, making me wince. 


“T’m not sure yet,” I tell him. 


“We have to face it sooner or later,” he says, almost as much 
to himself as he does to me. 


“T might change first,” I tell him, knowing that I’m stalling 
but I don’t want my dad to ruin our time together when he’s 
not even here, “and grab a shower. I feel like I need one,” I 
add. 


Steve smiles, kissing my nose. 


“How ‘bout a bath?” he asks with a hint of mischief in his 
voice, “That is tubs big enough for the both of us, even with 
my size,” he adds and I clutch him tight. 


“T think that’s a great idea,” I tell him, noticing the double 
digit missed calls and messages on my phone. 


All from my dad. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


S teve 


It was a crazy race and a spectacular finish, but next to 
Penny... Nothing even comes close. 


Buford, the team owner... he’s an odd one but I’ve yet to 
meet someone as wealthy who isn’t a little bit unusual. 


There’s just something in his interest in Penny which I’m 
not sure about. I put it down to my being so overprotective 
of her and try to enjoy the prospect of a bath and some 
fresh clothes, which Buford sent along with the trophy. 
Penny’s bag arrived and there’s a familiar, beat up travel 
case I recognize as my own. 


In all the excitement after the race, getting whisked off 
courtesy of Buford, and of course claiming Penny; I forgot 
everything else including my phone. 


I notice it has a ton of missed calls as I wait for the tub to fill 
up. 
Mostly from Mike, Penny's dad and my best friend. 


Best friend? 


I swallow down hard on the feeling rising up inside me. 


I’m here for you Mike, like always. But me and Penny... 
that’s my business now. 


I could watch Penny all day, it doesn’t matter what she does. 
I just get lost in looking at her, which I find out makes her a 
little self-conscious still, so I try and sneak in my stares but 
she finds me out almost every single time. 


I jump when the phone rings in my hand. I’m miles away. 
Looking at Penny bending over in a bathrobe, testing the 
water. 


She doesn’t hear my phone ring and I move out onto the 
balcony to take the call I know I can’t run from forever. 


“Hi, Mike,” I hear myself answering, sounding a little too 
upbeat for my own liking. 


“Hey... Buddy... You disappeared right after the race, what 
happened?” he asks, sounding genuinely concerned, but I 
can still read his thoughts between his words, What’d you 
do to my daughter you fuck. 


“Uh, yeah,” I start to say, clearing my throat and deepening 
my voice. 


Why do I sound so guilty! 


“Billings, the team owner... he wanted to go over some stuff 
and given what happened, he wanted me outta there to 
avoid the media,” I tell him truthfully. 


No guilt required. 


“And Penny?” he asks, point blank. “You had to take Penny 
with you as well?” 


I can hear a lot of noise in the background where Mike’s 
calling from, it sounds like where I imagine him to be, the 


pit garage. 


“Look,” he says firmly, “I can’t talk right now, but just don’t 
go getting any ideas about Penny if you know what I mean, 
okay? She’s my only daughter and...” 


“And what?” I ask cuttingly, stopping him short, “and you 
don’t want her finding happiness with anyone or just 
anyone who happens to be me?” I growl. 


Mike suddenly finds a lot more time to talk. 


“If I find out...” he starts to say, his voice starting to tremble 
with rage. 


“Then I guess you’re finding out,” I say dryly, wanting to 
hang up, but I figure I need to cauterize this whole mess all 
in one sitting, and preferably without upsetting Penny just 
yet. 


Silence. 

“Put Penny on,” he finally says. 

“She’s busy,” I remark flatly. 

I can hear his phone creaking, his breathing getting harder. 


I know how he must feel, the thought of Penny with anyone 
else makes me crazy, but this is different. 


She’s with me now. Mike will just need to get used to that. 


“T want to speak with Penny,” Mike says, his voice getting 
angrier by the second. If he were here I know he would’ve 
hit me by now. 


I would’ve hit me by now. 


I hear someone calling for Mike on his end, he covers his 
phone and I hear him growling at someone. 


“I got a pit crew to run here, Steve. I want to talk to my 
daughter. I want her back here. Now!” he says, there’s such 
intensity in his voice, so much feeling, I feel for him I really 
do. 


“TIl quit the team, quit racing,” I tell him. “PrI do whatever 
it takes so you can keep doing what you do best Mike, but I 
won't quit Penny. Not now, not ever.” 


Mike takes a shaking breath in. “Why are you doing this, 
Steve? You could have any girl you want... What have I done 
to you, huh?” he asks me bitterly. 


“T’m not gonna argue the point, Mike. I’m not sorry and I’m 
not trying to hurt you. I love Penny, I-” I start to say, but he’s 
not having any of it. 


“Look, Steve,” he spits out. “You must’ve hit your head or 
something, when you crashed over the line here but that’s 
not the only line you’ve fuckin’ crashed over, get it? Now 
quit acting like such a fool! I’ve fixed your damned wreck, 
saved the team a fortune and they love the ideas I have, the 
way I work. I don’t want to fuck up the best career 
opportunity I have just because you’re not thinking 
straight.” 


He’s quiet for a moment, waiting for something I know we 
both know isn’t gonna happen. 


“Like I said Mike, I’ll quit the team if it helps things. But I 
won't quit Penny. It’s me and her now, that’s all there is to 
it.” 

At the same time I hear someone calling for him again, I see 
Penny in her robe, moving through the suite, calling for me. 


I know where my heart lies, even though my loyalty to my 
friend is the price of admission. 


“I gotta go, Mike... take it easy,” I tell him, hanging up 
before he can say anything else. 


I slide the balcony door open, pocketing my phone before 
Penny can see, and she turns to face me, smiling that wide 
smile and almost hugging herself once she sees me again. 


“How’s the water?” I ask, itching to get out of this stinky 
suit. 


“Just perfect,” she coos, and sliding her own robe open just 
wide enough for me to see what I really want, she swishes 
around and walks ahead of me to the bathroom. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


P enny 


I’ll call him once I’m done in the bath. 
That’s what I tell myself. 


It’s not like me to ignore my dad, but I can just hear him 
already and I want to enjoy just a little bit more of Steve 
and me, alone before I have to deal with him. 


That’s what I tell myself. 


But Steve has this way of making me forget about a lot of 
things. Like where I am, what time it is... how many times 
he’s made me scream his name. 


His performance on the plane was no fluke, and he’s 
definitely no one trick pony. 


In the bath, then the shower and then again on the bed of 
our suite, he shows me just how he plans to spoil me every 
chance he gets, and I don’t mind at all. 


I forget all about my dad, the race, the team, and 
everything else except Steve and me. 


As we lie together again for the second time today, in a 
proper bed this time, it all slowly creeps back in though and 
I groan quietly. 


“What’s the matter?” Steve asks, propping himself up on his 
elbow, and I trace my hand over his huge bicep which flexes 
without him even trying. 


I’m just about to tell him when the door chimes again, 
making Steve groan and pull a pillow over his face as he 
slumps onto his back. 


“Wait until they go away,” his muted voice tells me from 
under the pillow, but the door won’t stop buzzing and after 
a minute it turns into knocking. 


Heavy knocking. 


I start to get frightened, but Steve’s more annoyed than 
anything else. He tosses a robe around himself and storms 
to the door, which I hear him tearing open from the 
bedroom. 


“Oh! Mr. Billings,” I hear him murmur, making my heart 
freeze as I cover myself up, swearing to myself as I realize 
Steve’s just pinched my robe and the nearest one is in the 
bathroom. 


I decide to stay put, craning my ear to see if I can hear 
better as they both move into the lounge area of the suite. 


“Sorry if I woke you son... got a lot on my mind... need to 
have a bit of a pow-wow before the race though. Before 
anything else happens, really,” I hear the older man saying 
with what sounds like a heavy, reluctant tone in his usually 
sprightly southern voice. 


Once I know it’s safe, I slip out of bed and creep across the 
doorway to the bathroom where my bag is. I finally get 


dressed in some of my own clothes quietly, but I’m still not 
sure if I should come out or not. 


“Thanks for sending on my things,” I hear Steve say 
absently, and I can see the old man’s hand is up as I peek 
around the door frame. 


I can’t help it. 


“Steve, I’ll cut to the quick,” he says gruffly. “Mike, the new 
head mechanic, your buddy. I hear he’s done great things 
so far, saved us a ton with his new ideas... a little 
unconventional, but well within the rules and his fresh 
perspective is just what this team needs.” 


“But?” I hear Steve asking, his own voice dropping low. 


“But,” Buford continues. I can see them both now, I’ve stuck 
my head all the way around the door and can see the back 
of his head as he talks to Steve, who’s trying not to look at 
me. 


“But it looks like you taking a fancy to his daughter isn’t 
helping things any. I just got word he’s already quit and 
wants blood... your blood to be exact,” he says, settling 
back into his seat a little, letting one of his arms rest along 
the back of the couch. 


“Mr. Billing,” Steve starts. 


“Call me Buford, boy. Mr. Billings is for a different time and 
place, we need to sort this out, Steve. I need you behind the 
wheel and I also need...” but he trails off. 


“You also need what?” Steve asks, a hint of annoyance 
coming back into his voice. 


“You can come out now, Missy,” Buford says, tilting his head 
before turning it to face me then patting the space next to 
him on the couch. 


“C’mon now, don’t be shy. This is as much about you as 
young Steven here, or your dad.” 


Steve shoots me a confused and slightly angry look, but 
something about Buford Billings has me coming around. 
Before I know it, I’ve trotted over silently and taken a seat 
next to him. 


He’s looking at me with a warm smile and what I could only 
describe as nostalgia on his face, like he’s looking at an old 
photograph or something. 


Steve stands up suddenly. “What the hell’s all this about!” 
he demands, but Buford, and I, find our hands gently going 
up and ushering Steve back to his seat. 


“Tt’s alright, Steve,” I hear myself reassuring him, looking 
over to the older man again. “Isn’t it?” I ask him, feeling his 
hand in mine and giving it a squeeze. 


“Tt certainly is, my dear,” he says, clearing his throat and 
ignoring a now fuming Steve. 


“I had a daughter, Steve. A long time ago. She’s no longer 
with us, rest her soul.. but before she left us, she had a 
child. A child she didn’t keep. A child until recently I never 
even knew existed.” 


Buford pauses for a moment, and I figure it’s for effect but I 
can feel his hand starting to tremble a little in mine. 


Steve settles down instantly, and looking from Buford to me, 
his eyes a question, but I don’t have an answer for him. 


“I looked into your dad’s employee records, his whole 
history before I hired Steve,” he says softly, looking over at 


me with a tear at the corner of each of his pale gray eyes. 


“I’m certain enough, without wanting to spoil the life you 
already have, Penny... that my baby girl was your biological 


n 


mom. 


“So you hired me just to get Penny,” Steve says with a dry, 
almost sarcastic tone. “Why not just call her up and tell 
her? Why all the bluff of hiring me?” he says, looking over 
to me and I can tell he wants to hold me. Wants me to go to 
him. 


Buford shakes his head. “I hired you because you’re the 
best damn driver in the country!” he exclaims. “My business 
with Penny, with her dad... that’s something else and 
something I’d prefer to keep amongst ourselves for the time 
being.” 


He leans in close to me, patting the hand holding his. “That 
father of yours, he’s got enough to deal with right now, eh?” 
he adds with a sly wink and then a broad smile which he 
shares with both Steve and me. 


“You don’t mind?” Steve asks. 


“Hell, no I don’t mind, boy. You ask a lot of questions! I'll 
have words with Mike, don’t you worry about that. We need 
you two to focus on the job at hand, not trying to beat each 
other up,” he exclaims again, sounding genuinely irritated, 
but settling himself down again once he looks at me. 


“T had love, true love just the once in my life, Penny. And 
those were the happiest years of my life. If you and Steve 
can get even just a hint of that... Well, I’m all for it.” 


“I couldn’t have said it better myself,” I tell them both. 


I should feel shocked, or sad about family passing I never 
met, but my dad’s raised me from a baby and he’s the only 


family I’ve ever known. 


Plus, I’m keen to start a family of my own, not chase ghosts 
from the past. 


“Now then, Steve,” Buford says, taking his hands back and 
drying his eyes discreetly with a handkerchief before 
assuming his usual blustery personality. 


“We’ve got a race to win tomorrow and I don’t want to see 
any more car’s wrecked, got it?” he asks, shooting me 
another sly wink. 


“Yes sir!” Steve says, standing up to shake his hand. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


S teve 


The dream job, the dream girl.. the whole day having 
developed an extra surreal, fairy tale type feeling to it but 
Penny stays the same. The news doesn’t change her a bit. 


Buford stays and we have a late dinner together once I 
finally get changed. We talk about a lot of things, none of 
them to do with racing or Penny being his biological 
granddaughter. 


We sleep like two exhausted children and I wake up feeling 
like a new man. Primed with energy and focus, happy I 
didn’t dream Penny and me and ready for the qualifying 
rounds of the second race of my new career. 


Penny moves around a bit in her sleep, and I wake to see 
her facing away from me, which I don’t like, but the sheets 
have come off her and that fine rear end of hers is the best 
good morning I’ve had in ages. 


I sigh with satisfaction, wanting so bad to touch her all over, 
but knowing it might change the view, so I just lay back and 
watch her as long as I can before she finally starts to stir. 


Her hand absently reaches behind her and finds me hot and 
hard, the result of me having stared at her for so long. 


“You’re up early,” she yawns, smiling to herself without 
loosening her grip on me for a second. 


“I watched you for a while, didn’t want to wake you,” I 
murmur, letting my hands run over her shoulder, down to 
her hip. 


“You should’ve woken me,” she says, matter of fact, turning 
to glancing down at my hardness. 


“What’s that saying about no sex before a game?” she asks 
dreamily. 


“T have no idea,” I tell her, rolling onto my back as she 
shivers a long breath in as she straddles me, fishing behind 
her to guide me inside her again. 


“I’m pretty sure that’s only boxers and football players,” she 
coos, gasping as she slowly eases herself onto me. I let both 
my hands rest on her ample chest, slowly working in circles 
before squeezing them harder and in time with the rhythm 
she sets for herself. 


“TIl be late for qualifying,” I caution her, not even thinking 
about cars or the track. Not even thinking about her dad 
either. 


“Tt’s alright,” she assures me. “I have connections, you can 
be a little late.” 


Everything’s so different, but it’s exactly the same. True to 
his word, Buford hasn’t said anything and the team 
manager, his other grandchild is oblivious to everything 


that’s happened, and he even makes sure to keep Mike and 
me at a sensible distance throughout qualifying. 


Buford must’ve had words with Mike, because he only juts 
his chin in recognition of me when he sees me, but hugs 
Penny and acts like nothing’s happened, which I can tell 
makes Penny feel a lot better too. 


The car’s perfect, and I qualify first on the grid again. This 
time around, my mind is on the race and Penny, and I feel 
more confident knowing that at least one of those, the most 
important one, is already mine. 


The race? Doesn’t exactly go to plan and I come second 
place. 


I know Buford will be mad, he promised me rewards only if 
I win races, but I can’t help thinking I’ve already won. With 
Penny waiting for me in the garage after I cross the finish 
line, a cup, and prize money... even Buford’s praise, none of 
it means much compared to having Penny there. 


I feel a little guilty though, and notice Buford hovering 
around the pit but ignoring me, staying out of sight from 
Penny too. Mike only gives me a distant look and the crew 
themselves seem a little disappointed. 


Penny’s happy to see me though, and without thinking 
twice, she kisses me the way I want her to, and I kiss her 
right back, holding her close and picking her as I turn us 
both around. 


Our own victory dance, even if I did only get second place, 
I’m a winner with her in my arms. 


“Tve got after race stuff to do,” I whisper in her ear. “Don’t 
go too far though, okay?” 


She nods and I see both Buford and Mike reappear in the 
garage, talking quietly among themselves before a few 
other crew members get involved, a mild ripple of 
excitement running through the garage. 


“What’s up?” I ask, stepping over to them and figuring I 
may as well take what’s coming to me. 


“Protest,” Mike says, looking past me. 
“You didn’t get second,” Buford says, knitting his brow. 


I cross my own. “That doesn’t make sense,” I say. “I was 
second across the line, third was three lengths back.” 


Both Buford and Mike smile, unable to hold it back any 
longer. 


“Mike here lodged the protest. He reckons he saw some 
illegal mechanics on the first place teams car this morning, 
turns out he was right. You won, Steve... you’re the 
winner... came in first after all!” 


Mike holds out his hand, which I take in my own, pumping it 
hard before embracing him. “You didn’t have to say 
anything,” I tell him. 


“Yeah I did,” he reminds me. “You won fair and square, plus 
you’re the better driver.” 


“And a better friend?” I ask, not meaning to, but needing to 
broach the topic at some point. 


“Just make her happy Steve, love her and keep her safe, 
like I know you will,” he says, bumping his chest into mine 
as his hand slaps my back. 


“T will, Mike. You know I will,” I tell him, feeling my heart 
ease back into place, knowing I’ve found the love of my life 
and kept my best friend in the process. 


“Just as it should be too!’ Buford exclaims, putting his arm 
around Penny as she joins us. 


“What’s going on?” she asks, looking from one of us to the 
next. 


“Oh, just putting things back in their place, my dear. Just as 
they should be,” Buford says, patting me on the back and 
giving me one of his sly winks. 


“T think a celebration might be in order,” he says, a twinkle 
in his gray eyes. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


P enny 


Buford, he won’t let me call him grandpa Billings, ‘Makes 
me sound so damned old’ he keeps telling me. He’s officially 
retired from most of his business dealings, spending his 
time doing what he loves best; setting up new business 
dealings. 


His grandson, Benson, took the news there was extra family 
nobody knew about well and didn’t even blink, but it turns 
out he’s the son of Buford’s only son, who lives overseas, so 
we’re related but not directly. He’s not my brother. 


Steve won every race of the season, going to the 
championship too and becoming the first rookie champ to 
also retire from racing in the same season. 


“I won’t race if you don’t want me to,” he told me, even 
though I knew how much he loved it, how much passion he 
had for it, but I had my reasons. 


“You really don’t want me to?” he asked, expecting me to 
change my mind. 


“Just trust me, okay?” I asked him, more relieved than I 
could say once he agreed without question. 


“As long as I have you, Penny nothing else matters. I can 
still mess around with the team at the track though, right?” 
he asked. 


“Sure, just don’t race,” I told him, half-joking but deadly 
serious. 


He took it well, and still has all these weeks later, even 
though I feel like I’m getting under his feet some days. 


“T just need someone to help with all this Buford business,” 
I tell him, feeling dizzy again, feeling sick. 


The catch of being introduced into the Billings dynasty? 
Everyone has to work for their share, there’s no slacking 
and once Buford decided to hang up most of his oil and all 
of his racing responsibilities, it became a full time job for 
me to even try and get my head around exactly what it is I 
manage and how much we own now. 


I didn’t have to take it on, but Buford assured me it was 
easy. “Just a few emails and phone calls every day... the odd 
meeting or charity dinner here and there,” he said. 


I’m still waiting for the easy part, but it’s only been a few 
months, and Steve’s been nothing but supportive, helping 
me even more now that he’s quit racing. 


“We have to go to this one,” he reminds me, holding up an 
invitation. “It’s for Buford, his retirement dinner tonight,” 
Steve says consolingly, but looking worried though. I can 
tell when he’s worried because he always looks at me like 
I’m made of glass and about to break. 


“You okay, sweetheart?” he asks, gently holding me and 
pressing the back of his hand to my head. 


“T just feel.. I just...” 


I can’t even finish my sentence because I have to rush past 
Steve to the bathroom, without having time to even close 
the door before I get sick 


“That’s it!” Steve exclaims firmly. I hear his heavy steps 
down the hall and then his voice on the phone. 


“What are you doing?” I try to call out, heaving again and 
not being able to even speak while another wave of nausea 
runs through me. 


“Tm calling Doctor Fanning,” I hear him calling back to me, 
followed by “Are you alright, sweetie? Talk to me,” 


I hurl again, my groan echoing down the hall as I try to set 
myself right again, but once I get going it’s hard to stop. 


I hope Doc Fanning doesn't... 


I slowly manage to get my breath back, the waves of nausea 
subside and I can hear Steve’s voice getting softer until I 
can barely hear him. 


“Oh really?” is all I hear him ask before he thanks the 
doctor and hangs up the phone. 


I rinse my mouth and meet Steve in the hallway. I puff my 
cheeks as I blow out air and pat his chest. 


“I think I’ll be okay, but I’d still rather not-” I try to tell him, 
but he’s picked me up and started to spin around, planting 
a huge wet kiss right on my mouth. 


I think I’m gonna get sick again, but he stops as quickly as 
he started and squeezes a hug out of me so hard I feel my 
back pop. 


“When were you gonna tell me?” he asks, and I know it’s 
hopeless. I can’t keep anything from Steve. 


“Did she tell you?” I ask, feeling like the doctor patient 
thing just went out the window. 


“No, she didn’t, she only said you’d been in for a few 
appointments lately,” Steve confides. “Doc Fanning is a 
professional... she’d never... ugh! I should’ve guessed, I 
should have known!” he exclaims, hugging me again and 
kissing my face all over until he finds my lips again. 


“I’m only a few weeks along. I just wanted to wait to be a 
hundred percent,” I croak, but I have to admit, I’m 
suddenly feeling much better. 


Much better now that I can share the news. I’ve been 
breaking my head trying to figure out the best way to tell 
him the secret I thought was so secret but in hindsight is 
pretty obvious. 


“We’re gonna have a baby,” Steve sighs loudly, looking up to 
the ceiling and then holding my face in his hand gently, 
pecking my lips and whispering it to me again. 


“We’re gonna have a baby.” 


I mouth the words back to him, but it’s only when I hear 
him saying it, feel his huge hand over my belly that it really 
sinks in. 


“I’m gonna be a mommy,” I hear myself saying softly, the 
tears finally coming, but they’re tears of joy. 


“And I’m going to be a daddy,” he sighs, holding me close, 
but making sure he doesn’t press too hard against my belly. 


“So, we don’t have to go to that stupid dinner thing then?” I 
ask, double relieved. 


“Oh, we’re going!” Steve calls out, checking his watch and 
urging me to hurry up before darting off up the hall. 


“Your grandpa Billings will be tickled pink... and your dad! ? 
Oh my god, your dad is going to wet his pants when he finds 
out!” 


“But Steve,” I whine, really not wanting to go, then jumping 
with a start as he reappears in front of me, a small velvet 
box in the palm of his hand. 


It takes a moment for it to register, but once he pops the lid, 
and then the question when he’s down on one knee... it 
finally sinks in. 


“Tve been waiting for the right moment. But I may as well 
make an honest woman out of you now, Penny,” he says 
grinning before getting more serious. 


“T won’t have you bringing a child into this world without a 
proper mom and dad. A husband and wife... and before you 
say anything, I’m not asking. I’m telling you. Marry me 
Penny. Marry me.” 


“A baby and a proposal,” I say, the corner of my mouth 
pulling up, “ You’re right, my dad is gonna wet his pants.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


S teve 


I always said I’d never give up racing, that it was my life. 
But that was before I actually started living. Before I had a 
life, or my wife. 


I couldn’t have had Penny bring our child into the world 
unless we were married, I guess I’m just old fashioned like 
that. And she couldn’t have me racing cars at hundreds of 
miles an hour around concrete circles for the same reason. 


We have to be there for our kids, always. We have to keep 
them safe and keep ourselves safe so we can always be 
there for them. 


It doesn’t mean I don’t miss it though. 
Mike’s picked it up though, a little too well I might add. 


He took over the management of the team with Benson, and 
not long after I left, made himself one of the newest recruits 
behind the wheel. 


Penny’s not overly excited, but it’s Mike’s dream. He always 
said he only wanted to be a mechanic, but that was only 


because I was the driver he’d always compare himself to. 


So now, Mike’s a race car driver and team manager... 
Penny and me, we’re a mommy and daddy duo that only 
visit the track so Mike can visit with his baby grandson 
Isaac. 


Isaac was the one who brought us all together, as a real 
family. Before he came along, Mike was happy racing but he 
was never a hundred percent about me and Penny, he only 
let it slide because he still wanted to be in her life, plus 
anyone can see how crazy I am about Penny. 


Even her old man. 


Grandpa Buford though, that’s another story. If Mike was 
the one who took some time to come around, it’s Buford 
Billings who we have to remind that he’s not a young man 
anymore and that being a grandpa has boundaries. It’s 
supposed to have boundaries. 


“T like when he visits though,” Penny says. 


“I do too baby, I really do... but every single day?” I ask her, 
watching her roll her eyes and then chuckle. 


“He does own the building,” she reminds me, which does 
remind me of something. 


“Aha! I think it’s high time we moved out to the ranch. You 
said so yourself, once Isaac was old enough, we could leave 
the city remember?” 


She creases a frown. 


“What would we do all day, all the way out there?” she asks, 
a sparkle in her eyes telling me she’s only teasing, that 
she’s been waiting for me to bring it up for some time now. 


I pretend to be deep in thought, cradling my chin in my 
hand and scratching my cheek. 


“Well...” I start to explain, moving over to her and Isaac, 
who are both on the couch and snuggling up next to them 
both, my arm around my wife. My best friend and my 
everything. 


“Tsaac’s gonna need some company soon. And what better 
place to think about how we can go about getting him some 
brothers and sisters... than living out in the middle of 
nowhere... all alone.” I let my fingers start to creep across 
to Penny, walking their way up her thigh, and creeping 
under her skirt. 


“Somewhere I can scream my head off and nobody will 
hear?” she suggests. 


“Exactly!” I agree quickly. “Especially not old man Buford,” 
I remark, and Penny playfully slaps my hand away. 


“Don’t say that Steve, Buford’s done a lot for us. He doesn’t 
mean to meddle. He just misses having a young family 
around.” 


I know she’s right. I’d actually miss him if we moved. Mike 
too. 


“Oh no! Oh no you don’t!” I call out, reading Penny’s mind 
and blocking my own ears with my hands as she starts to 
laugh out loud along with Isaac, who seems to know exactly 
what his momma’s thinking at all times. 


I don’t want to hear it, I don’t even want to think about it... 
but at the same time, I knew it had to happen one day. 


It’s a big place, Steve... you’d hardly even know he was 
there... and dad could come stay on his days off... think of 
all the free time we’d have? 


I don’t have to hear her words, I can read her lips and I can 
tell she’s not even joking either. 


I wanted Penny all to myself, and I’ve got her. But that 
doesn’t mean we can’t have a big, extended family. Not by a 
long shot. 


I know she’s had her dad her whole life, but she’s always 
craved more. 


The bigger, broader family she never knew growing up and 
I know she wants that for our kids, and I couldn’t agree 
more. 


“There will have to be boundaries,” I caution her, once she 
stops laughing at me and I eventually start to warm to the 
idea. 


“Of course,” she says, poking her tongue out and 
pretending it’s for Isaac’s benefit. 


“And we'll have to have time just for us, private time,” I 
insist, laughing and shaking my head when she gives me a 
salute, making Isaac cry with laughter too. 


“Naturally,” she says, totally deadpan. 


I take a deep breath, and kissing my wife and son, I let 
them both know I think it’s a great idea. 


“My dear boy!” Buford bellows, bursting in through the 
front door. “I thought you’d never ask. I always wanted to 
move to the ranch. I can teach Isaac to hunt, and how to 
really drive, and hunt... oh wait, I already said that.” 


My mouth is gaping open and Penny hands Isaac to his 
Great Grandpa who kisses him and starts to dance around 
holding him up before she takes my hand and whispers in 
my ear. 


“C’mon, cowboy. Private time,” she informs me and she 
leads me by one finger down to our bedroom while I listen 
to Buford listing off every single fun thing he can think of to 
Isaac that they can do together on the ranch. 


“He’ll be about thirty minutes,” Penny assures me, locking 
our bedroom door behind us with a knowing smile. 


“T love you Penny,” I tell her. 


“I know,” she says, pulling me towards her by my pants. 
“Now show me just how much Cowboy.” 
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